WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22276a) LONDON, 1605 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.2) OctaVO 






THE 4 

T ragicall Hiftone of 

HAMLE T, 

Trince of T)enmarke. 

By William Shakefpeare. 

Newly imprinted and enlarged to almoft as much 
againe as it was, according to the true and perfeft 
Coppic. 







'I 

1 



i 



AT LONDON, 

Printed by I. R. for N. L. and are to be fold at his 

ftioppe vnder Saint Dunftons Church in 
Flcctftrect, s6 o/„ 













M 




\ 






The Tragedie of 

hamlet 

‘Prince of T>enmarke. 

Biter Barnardo, andFrancifco , two'Centmels.’ 
y ; T Tt , THofe there s’ 

ar) ' \f \f Nay anfwere me. Stand and vnfolueyourfelre. 
(r . V * Long Hue the King, 1 
Barnardo. 



w. 

Tran. 

Bar. 

Tran. „ .... . , . 

Bar. Hce. . 

F^«. You come mod carefully vpon your hour?, ^ 

Bar. Tis now ftrooke twelfe, get thee to bed Francijco, 

Tran. Tor this reliefe much thanks, tis bitter cold. 

And I am fickathart. 

Bar. Hatie you had quiet guard f 
Tran. Nocanioufethrring. 

Bar. Well, good night: A 

If you doe meete Horatio and hid? alius. 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make haft. 

Enter Horatio , and Marcellas. 

Tran. I thiuke I heare them, (land ho, who is there ? 1 
Bora. Triends to this ground. 

"Max. And Leedgemen to the Dane, 

Tran. Giueyou good night. 

Mar. O, farwell honeftfouldiers, who hath relieu’d you? 

) Tran. Barnardo hath my place ; giue you goodnight. Exit Tran, 
s “ 0 . ' ~ Tiail 
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_ TT „ The T ragedie cf Hamlet 
Holla, Bujurdo. 

Bar . Say, what is Horatio there i 
Hor*. A pceceofhim. 

r * ^r! C0 T, H V ti01 we,come good ■Man'ttuf, 

7>Ur. Horatio faics tis but our fantafie. 

And will not let belie- e take holdc of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of vs.’ 

Thei ef ore I haue inrteated him along, 

With vs to watch the minuts of this mo- hr, 
x^liat it againe this apparition come, 
tierrray approoue our eyes and fpeake to it 
Hora. t uih , tufh , twill not appeare. 

Bay. Sitdownea while, 

And let vs once againe afihileyour eares,' 

T m are (o fortified againftour ftory. 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hoyd, Well, fit w e downe, ? 

And Jet: v she j re Burr) ay do (peake of this* 

Bay. Laftnighr ofalJ, 

When y ond fame < lane thats weaftward from the pole 
H. d made hu courfe fillume that part of heauen ' 

Where no w ir bnrnes , Marcellm and ray felfe 
1 he bell then beating one. 

Enter Gbofl. 

2?* 7 P n e H Ce V bre3 fi thce t °, f ’ ! °°^ ew ^ere it comes againe.’ 

Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

Mar. Thou art a fcholler, Ipeake to it Horatio. 

Bar. Lookesn not like the King froarkei t Horatio. 

** 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio. 

Hw. What art thou that vfurpff this time ofni»hr, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

Inwhich the Maieftie of buried Denmai ke 

Bar, 




Prince of Demarfe 

Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake: YxhCbofl, 

dl. Tis "one and will not anfwerc. 

Bar. How now Horatio, you tremble and lookepale 
Is not this fomthing morethen phantalie . 

What thinke you- out <t 

Hora. Before my God I might not this belieue, 

Without the fencible and true auouca 

Ofmineowneeies. 

Mar- Is it not like the King f 
Hora. A s thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very Armor he had on. 

When he the ambitious Norway combated , 

Sofrownd he once, when in an angry parle 
He fmot the fleaded pollax on the ice. 

T ?Mar. a TThus twice before, and iump at this dead houre. 

With martiall ftauke hath he gone by our watch. 

' Hora. In what percicular thought, to worke I know nor, 

But in the grofle and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bod es fome ftrange erupnon to our ftate. 

IyIay. Good now fit downe, and tell me he thatknoweSj 
Why this fame ftnkt and mod obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubieft of the land. 

And with fuch day ly coft ofbrazon Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre. 

Why fuch impreffe of (hip- writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not deuide the Sunday from the weeke. 

What might be toward that this fweaty haft 
Doth make the night ioynr labourer with the day. 

Who ift that can informe mee? 

Hora. That can I. 

At leaft the whifper goes fo ; our Iaft King, 

Whofe image euen but now appear’d to vs, 

Was as you kr.owe by Fortinbrajje o(N.orway s 
Thereto prickt on by a mod emulate pride 
Dat ’d to the combat > in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteemd him) 

Did fiay this For:inbraJ)'c, who by a feald compaff 
^VeU ratified by laweandheraldy 

B 2 . Did 




The Tragedte of Hamlet 

Did forfait (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feaz’d of, to the conquerour. 
Againft the which a moitie competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had retume 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfc, 

Had lie bin vanqui/her 5 as by the lame comarr. 
And carriage of the article defleigne. 

His fell to Hamlet } notv Sir, youn g Tortinbraffe 
Of vnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway heere and there 
Sharkt vp a lift oflawelefle refolutes 
For foode and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomacke in’t, which is no other 
As it doth well appeare vnto our flate 
But to recouer of vs by ftrong hand 

J| an ? e l C0 ? , ?l UIfar ? ry, thofe forefaid lands 
So b) his father loft; and this I take it. 

Is the maine motiue ofour preparations 

Tliefource of this our watch, and the chicfe head 

fthispofl haft and Romeage in the land. 

w X f 1 r hink e it be no other, burenfo : 

Well may itfort that this portentous figure 

ThZZ armed th [°«gh our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

Horn. A moth it is to trouble the mindes eye: 

In the moft high and palmy flate of Rome , 3 
A little ere the mightieft/«//«r fell 
The graues flood tennatlelTe, and the fheeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in theRoman ftreets 
As ftarres with mines of fier, and dewes of blood 
Difafters in 1 thefunne J and themoift flarre, 

^r W i?o?“rt Uen 5 eW WEii«pieraands, 
Wasficke almoft to doomefday with eclipfe. 

And euen the like precurfeof feare euents 
As harbindgers preceadmg flHl the fates 
And prologue to the Omen comming on 

VnL hea ^ nand earth to g et hcr demonflrated 
v nto our Climatures and countrymen. 

inter Gbojl. 



Prince of Denmark 

But foft, behold, loe where it comes againe 
1 1 e crofle it though it blaft mee rftayillufion, Itfpreaas 

Tfthou haft any found orvfcofvoyce, his times, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be don* 

rri - Ana ar\A cmrf* tn mcc» 



Speake to me. 

If thou art priuie to thy countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoyd 
0 fpeake: 

Or if thou haft vphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth 
For which they fay your fpirits oft walke in death. The cache 

Speake of it, ftay arid fpeake, flop it Marccllus. crams. 

Max. Shall I ftrike it with my partizan f 
Hot. Doe if it will not Hand. 

Bar. Tis heere. 

Bor. Tis heere. 

Trlar. Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong being fo Maiefticall 
To offer it the fhowe of violence. 

For it is as the ay re , invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery.' 

Bar. It was about to fpeake when the cock crewfo 
Bor. And then it flatted like a guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearefull fummons 5 1 haue heard. 

The Cock that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhrill founding throae 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in fea or fire, in earth or ayre 
Th’extrauagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth heerein 
This prefent obieff mad e probation. 

Trlar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock.' 

Some fay that euer gainft that feafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long. 

And then they fay no fpirit dare fturre abraode 
The nights are wholfome, then no planners ftrike. 

No fairy takes, nor witch harhpower to charms 




So 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

So hallowed, and Co gratious is that time. 

Hoya. So haue I heard and doe in part belieue it* 

But looke the morne in ruffet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dewe ofyon high Eaftward hill 
Breake weour watch vp and by my aduife 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to mghc 
Vnto young Hamlet > for vppon my life ° 

This fpirit dumb to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doe you confent we /hall acquaint him with it 
As needfullin our loues, fitting our duty. 

Let i d ^ t * nd J this morning knowe 

Where we /hall find him moll tonuenienr. Exeunt. 

Florifi. Enter Claudius, KmgofDenmar^GertradtbeQuecrte, 
CounjaUe : as Volomus, and Iris Sonne Laertes,, 

Hamlety Cum *Alijs. 

CW. Though yet of Hamlet our dearebrothers death 

1 he memorje be greene, and tharit vs befitted 

I o beare our harts in griefe.and our whole Kingdome. 

To be contracted in one browe ofwoe 
Yet fofarre hath diferetion fought with nature, 

1 hat we with wifeft forrowe thmke on him 
1 ogether with remembrance ofour Telues: 
i herefore our fometime Sifter, now our Queene 
i h imperial! ioyntrefle to this warlike ftace 
Haue we as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eve. 

With mirth in fiioerall, and withdirdge in marriage. 

In equall (cafe waighifig delight and dole 
1 uk.en to wife : nor haue wehcerein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 
With th,s affaire along(for all our tha«fe«) 

Nowfollowes that you knowe youu gFortubraffe, 

Holding a weake fuppofall of cur worth 
Ur thinking by our late dearebrothers death 
Uur Hate to be difioym.and out offrame 
Co leagued with this dreame of his aduantage 
Heiiaciuiot faild to peflur vs with tut/la »e 




>ON, 



Prince of Denmark 

Importing the furrender of thof e lands 
Toft by his father, with a! 1 bands oflawe 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him i 
Now for cur felfe, and for this time of meetings 
Thus much the bu fines is, we haue heere writ 
To Norway V nc le of young Fortenbraffe 
Wnoimpof ent and bedred fcarcely he3res 
(> this his Nephewes purpofe $ to fuppreffe 
His further gate heerein, in that the ieuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubieft, and we heere difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Valtemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway* 

Gluing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufines with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe delated articles alio we : 

Farweli, and letyour haft tommendyow dutie. 

Cor. Vo. Inthat,and all things will we fh owe our dutie 

Kmg. We doubritnothing, nartelyfarwelL 
And now Laertes whats the newes with you? 

You told vs offoine fure,whar iff Laertes s’ 

You cannot fpeake ofreafon to the Dane 
A nd 1 ofe y our voyc e $ what wo' d’ft thou begge Laertes, * 
That fliall not be my offer,not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the hart 
The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth 



i nen is the throne or JJenmarke to thy father. 

What wo aid’ll thou haue Laertes i 
Lacr. My dread Lord, 

Your leaue and fauour to rcturne to Fraunce, 

From whence, though willingly Icame to Denmarke, 
To fhowe my dutiein your Coronation j 
Yet no w I muft confefle, that duty done 
My thoughts and wi/hes bend againe toward Fraunce 

Ann ... i » • . 



And bo we them to your gracious leaueand pardon. 

Haue you your fathers leaue, whatfaies Volonius f 
'lb .r ord wroun S from me my flo we leaue 



U ’ wiuuiJg ir< 

By laboorfonie petition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I feald my hard confent 




_ 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

I doe befeech you giue him leaue to goe. 

King. Take thy faire houreZ<ffw«j time be thine 
And thy bcft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Colin Hamlet, and my fonne. 

Hm. A little more then kin, and leffe then kind. 

Kmg. How is it that the clowdes Bill han? on you. 

H.tm. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
Oveene. G ood Hamlet call thy nig hted colour off 
And let thine eye lcoke like a friend on Denmark, e. 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble Father in the dull. 

Thou know ft tis common all that hues mufl die, 

Pafsing through nature to etermtie. 

Ham. IMaddam,itiscommon. 

Quce. If it be 

Why feemes itfo perticuler with thee.’ 

Ham. Seemes Maddam,nay it is, I know not feemes, 

Tts not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
Nor cuftomary fuites oflolembe blacke 
Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath 
No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 

Nor the deiefted hauior of the vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes, chapes of oriefc 
That can deuote me truely, thefe indeede feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play 
But I haue that within which pafles Ihowe 
Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweete and commendable in vour nature Hamlet 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your father 
Butyou mull knoweyour father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for fbme tearme 
To doe obfecjuious forro we, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfc 
Of impious ftubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe. 

It Ihowes a will moft incorreftto heauen 
A hart vnfortified, or minde impatient 
An vnderftanding fimple and vnfchoold 
For what we kno we muft be, and is as common 



Prince of Denmark 




Take it to 1- . , 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature* 

To reafon moft abfurd , whofe common theame 
Is death offathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the world take note 
You are the moft imediate to our throne, 
Andwithnoleflenobilitieofloue 
Then that which deareft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
Jn going back to fchoole in Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefett courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Qute. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet, , 

Ipray thee flay with Vs, goenot to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my bell obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis alouing and a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet | l 

Sits finding to my hart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the cloudes fhall tell. - 

And the Kings rowfe the heauen fhall brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder *, come away. Flori/b. Exeunt all, 

Ham. O that this too too (allied ft efh would melt, but Hatnltf, 
Thaw and relblue it felfe into a dewe. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainftfeale daughter, oGod, God, 

' How wary, ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world i 
Fie on’c, ah fie, tis an vtiweeded garden 
. That growes to feede, things rancke and grofe in nature i 
Pofteu'e it mcerely that it fhould come thus 
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The Tragectie of Hamlet 

Bur two months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion to a fatire, fo lotting to my mother, 
he mt^ht not beteeme tfie winds of heauen 
V inte her face too roughly, heauen and earth 
Muff I remember, why flie fhould hang on him 
As if increafe of appetite had grown e 
By what it fed on, and yet within a month. 

Le t me not rhinke on’r ; frailty thy name is woman 
A little month or ere thofe fhooes were old 
With which flie followed my poore fathers bodic 
LikcNiobc all teares, why flic 

0 God, a heart that wants difeourfe ofreafon 
Would hatie mourn’d longer, married with my Vnde, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father s 

1 hen 1 to Hercules, within a month. 

Ere vet the faltofmoft vnrighteous teares, 
ri ad iert the flu flung in her gauled eyes 
1 tnafried, o moll wicked fpeedejtopofl 
V\ ithluchdexteririe rojneeftious /fleets, 
it is lot, nor it canno c come ro good, 

But Lueake my hart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Eriter Hoyatpo, Tyiarcellus, and Bernardo. 

Hora. Haile to yourLordifljp. 

mm. Ian* glad to fee^you well j^/o, orldoforgetmv felfe 
ThefamemyLord , and your poore fer U abte°uer T 
S.r my good friend, He change that name with von. 

^ ° U ^ 0m ^^crgHoratio ? ^ 

“Tvl'/ir' Ayl tr JT • 



Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. lam very glad to fee you, (good euen rtf) 
Bur what in faith make you from mttenber? ? 

Hora. A trua n t difpofition good my Lord. 

XT f. WOal , d not{l « ar eyour enimiefayfo, 

JNor mail you doe my eare that violence 
I o make it trurter of your owne report 
Againrtyour felfe, I knovy'ey ou are notruanr. 

But what is your affaire in Elfonome ? 

Weele teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 






Prince of Denmark el 

Z: 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak t mcates 
Did coldly furnifli forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen 
Or euer I had feene that day Horatro, 

My father, me thinkes 1 fee my lather. 

Hor*. Where my Lord? . 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man take him for al 1 in all 
I fliall not looke vppon hislike againe. 

ma. My Lord Ithinke Ifawhimyertermght. 

Ham. faw, who t 

Hora. My Lord theKingyour father.. 

Harn. The King my father { 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare till I may deliuer 
Vppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruile to you. 

Harn. For Gods loue let me heare ? 

Hora. T wo nights together had thefe gentlemen 
Trlarcellm, and BarnarJo, on their watch 

In the dead waft and middle of the night 

Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at poynt, evaftly Capapca 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 
Goes flowe and ftately by them ; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within his tronchions length, whil’ft they dilUl d 
Almoft to gelly , with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him > this to hie 
- In dreadful) fecrefie impart they did, 

And I with them the third ni»ht kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliuered both in time 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The Apparifion comes : I knewe your father, 

Q». 
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The Tragedte of Hamlet 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Bam. But where was this? 

Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watcl 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Hora. My Lord I did. 

But anfvyere made it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head, and did addrelTe ° 

It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake : 

But euen then the morning Cock crewe loude. 

And at the found ic flirunk in haft away 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Bum. Tis very ftrange. 

Bora. As I doe liue my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
1 o let you knoweofit. 

Ham. Indeede Sirs but this troubles me* 
riojd you the watch to night i 
•All. We doe my Lord! 

Bam. Arm’d lay you ? 

•All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Bam. From top to toe ? 

•All. MyLord from head to foote. 

Bum. Then fa we you not his face . 

„° ra ' pj es roy Lord , he wore his beauer vp. 

Bunt. What look’chefrownino-ly* ^ 

Bora. Nay very pale. 

Bam. And fixt his eyes vpon you f 
Hora. Moftconrtantly. 

Bam. I would I had beene there. 

Boru. Not when I lavv t. 

Bam. His beard was gnLl’d, no. 

A6W;fiS. ,11 “ ere ‘ witi " hi5 ' ife 




Prince of Denmark?. 

Ham. I will watch to nigh 
Perchaunce twill walke againe. 

Hora. I warn’t it will. . 

Ham. Ifit aflume my noble fathers perfon. 

He fpeake to it though hell it felfe ihould gape 
And bid me hold my peace i I pray you all 
If) oh haue hetherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence Bill, 

And what fomeuer els fliall hap to night, 

Giueitan vnderftandingbut no tongue, 

I will requite your loues,fofarre you well.- 
Vppon the platforme t wixt a leauen and twelfe 
Ilevifireyou. 

v4ll. Our dutie to your honor. Exeunt. 

Ham. Your loues , as mine to you, farwell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would t|he night were come. 

Till then fit Bill my foule, fonde deedes will rife 

Though all the earth ore-whelme them to mens eyes. Exit. 

Enter Laertes, and Opbeliabis SiHer. 

Lacr. My necelTaries are inbarckt, farwell. 

And lifter, as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay,in afsiftant doe notfleepe 
But let me heere from you. 

Opbe. Doe you doubt that ? 

Lacr. For fZWer, and the trifling of his fauour. 

Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood 
A Violet in the youth of primy nature. 

Forward, not permanenr,fweete, not lafting, 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe. Nomorebutfo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not growe alone 
In thewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes 
The inward feruice of the minde and foule 
Growes wide withall , perhapes he loues you now. 

And now no foylenor cautell doth belmirch 
The vertuc of his will, but you muft feare, 

C3 His 



The T ragedie of Hamlet 

His greatnes vvayd, his will is not his owne, 

He may not as vnualewed perfons doe, 

Carue tor himfelfe, for on his choife depends 
Xhe fafty and health of this whole Rate, 

And therefore muft his choife be circu mfcribd. 

V nto the voyce and y ending of that body 
Whereof he is the head, then if befaies heloues you. 
It fits your wifdome fo farre to belieueit 
As he in his particuler aft and place 
May giue his faying deede, which is no further 
Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall* 
Then way what Ioffe your honor may fuftain e 
If with too credent eare you lirt his (ongs 
Or loofe your hart, or your chad treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Feare it Opbelij, feare it my deare firter. 

And keepe you in the reare ofyour affeftion 
OutoftheChot and danger of defire, 

“ Thecharieftmaide is prodigal I inough 
If fhe vnmaske her burie to tlie Moone 
‘“Venueit felfe fcapes not calumnious flrokes 
“ The canker gaules the infants of the fprino- 
Too oft before their buttons be difclof’d, ° 

And in the mornc and liquid dew e of youth 
Contagious blaft ments are moll raiment. 

Be wary then, beftfafety lies in feare, 

Youth ro it felfe rebels, though non els neare. 

Ophe. 1 (hall the eflFeft of this good leflon keepe 
As watchman to my hart, but good my brother 
Voe not as fome vngracious pallors doe, 
bhowe me the Hep and thorny way to hcauen 

W hues a pufr, and reckles libertine 
Himfelfe theprimrofe path of duliencetreads. 

And reakesnot his owne teed. 

Ldcr* U feare me nofj 

I rtay too long, but he ere my father comes 
A double blefsing, is a double grace,' 

Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue. 

Yet Jieer e Utncs t a bord, a bord for fhzmc, 



Prince of DemarJ^e. 

The wind (its in the Ihoulder ofyour fade, 

And you are (laved for, there my blefsing with the6 

And thefe fewe precepts in thy memory 

Looke thou chafer, giue thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any vnproportion’d thought his aft, 

Be thou familier, but by no meanes vulgar, 

Thofe friends thou halt, and their a doption tried. 

Grapple them vnto thy foule with hoopes of (leele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatchc vnfledgd courage, beware 
Of enrrance to a quai rell , but being in. 

Bear t that th’oppofed may beware of thee, 

Giue euery man thy eare, but fewe thy voyce. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referue thy iudgement, 
Coftly thy habiteas thypurfe can by. 

But not exprell in fancy $rich not gaudy, 

For the apparrell oft proclaimes the man 
And they in Fraunce ofthebeflranck and Hatton, 

Or of a moflfelefl and generous, chiefe in that : 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy, 

For loue oft Ioofes both it felfe, and friend, 

And borrowing dulleth edge of hufbandry } 

This aboue all, to thine owne felfebe true 
And it muH followe as the night the day 
Thoucanfl not then befalfe to any man .* 

Farwell, my blefsingfeafon this in thee. 

Lter. MoH humbly doe I take my leaue mv Lord. 

Pol. The rime inuefls you goe, your feruants tend. - 
Lter. Farwell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I haue fayd to you. 

Ophe. Tis in my memory loekt 
And you your felfe fhall keepe the key of ir< 

Lter. Farwell. Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What ill Ophelta he hath fayd to you ? 

Ophe. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marry well bethought 
Tis tolde me he hath very oft oflate 
Giuen priuate time to you, and you your felfe 
liaueofy our audience beene mod free and bounrious* 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

If it be fo j as fo tis put on me, 

A nd that in way of caution, I muft tell you, 

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleercly 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor. 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth, 

Opbc. He hath my Lord of late made many tender* 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

ToL Affe&ion, puh, you fpeake like a greene girle 
Vrififted infuch perrilous circumftance. 

Doe you belieue his tenders as you call them ? 

Opbe. I doe not knowe my Lord what I fliould thinke. 

Tol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your felfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
VVhich are not fterling, tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poorephrafe 
Wrong it thus) you’l tender me a foole. 

Obbe. My Lord he hath importun’d me with loue 
In honorable fafhion. 

To/. I , fafhion you may call it, go to, go to. 

'Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his ipeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heaiien. 

Vol. I, fprings to catch wood-cockes, I doeknowe 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the foule 
Lends the tonguevowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinft mboth 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making 
You mull not take for fire, from this time 
Be fomething fcanter of your maiden prefence 
Setyour intreatments at a higher rate 
Then a commaund to parle 5 for Lord Hamlet, 

Belieue fo much in him that he is young, 

And with a larger tider may he walke ° 

Then may be giuen you : in fewe Ophelia, 

Doe not belieue his vowes,for they are brokers 
Not of that die which their inueflments ihowc 
But meere imploratotors of vnholy fuites 
Breathing like Cuiftified and pious bonds 
The better to beguide : this is for all, 

I would not in plaine tcarmes from this time foorth 



Prince of Denmarhe, 

Haueyou fo flaunder any moment leafure 
As to »iue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 
Looketoo’t I charge you, come your wayes. 
Opbe. I fhall obey my Lord. y Exeunt. 







Enter Hamlet, Horatio and Marcellas. 

Ham. Theayrebitesfhroudly,itis verycolde. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What houre now? 

Hora. I thinke it lackes oftwelfe. 

Mar. No, it is flrooke. , 

Hora. Indeede',1 heard it not, it then drawesneerethefealen. 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke of trumpets 

What does this meane my Lord C anch.pcecesgoesof. 

Ham. The King doth wake to night and takes hxsrowle, 

Keepes wafted and thefwaggring vp-fpring reeles : 

And as he draines his drafts ofRennifh downe, 

The kettle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora. Isitacuftome? 

Ham. Imarryifl,' 

But to my minde, though I am natiueheere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuflome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuancc. 

This heauy headed rcueale eaft and weft 
Makes vs traduft, and taxed of other nations. 

They clip vs drunkards, and with Swiriifh phrafe 
Soy le our addition, and indeede it takes 
From our atchieuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So oft it chaunces in particulcr men. 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guilty, 

(Since nature cannot choofe lus origin) , 

By their ore-grow’ch of fome complextion 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon. 

Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of one defeft 

i * 



D. 
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The Tngeiie ofHmlet 
Being Natures liuery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues els be they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may vndergoe. 

Shall in the generall cenfure take corruption 
From that particuler fault : the dram ot eale 
Doth al 1 the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his ovvne fcandle. 

Enter Gbofl. 

Hora. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs t 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ay res from heauen, or blafts from hell 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, . 

Thou corn’ll in fuch a queftionable fliape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Hamlet, 

King, father, royall Dane, 6 anfwere mec, 

Ldt me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Haue burft their cerements:' why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr’d 
Hath op t his ponderous and marble ia wes. 

To call thee vp againe i what may this meane 
That thou dead corfe, againe in compleatfteele 
Reuifites thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making nighr hideous, and wefooles of nature 

So horridly to fliake our difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules. 

Say why is this, wherefore, what ihould we doe? 

Hard. It beckinsyou togoe away withit 
As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

"Mdr. Looke with what curteous a&ion 
It waues you to a more remooued ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hord. No,bynomeanes. 

Hdm. It will not fpeake, then I will followc it. 

Hord. Doe not my Lord. 

Hdm. Why what fhould be the feare, 

2 doe not fet my life at a pinnes fee, 



Prince of Denm&Tfy* 

And for my foule, what can it doe to that 
Being a thing imraor tall as it kite $ 

It waues me forth againejle followe it. . 

1 Hord. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfoll fornnet of the cleefe 

Thatbettles ore his bafe into the fea. 

And there aflume fome other horrable forme 

Which might depriue your foueraigntie of realo , 

And draw you into madnes, thrnke ot it. 

The very place puts toyes of defperation 
Without more motiue, into euery brame 
That lookes fo many fad oms to the tea 
And heares it rore beneath. 

Hdm. It waues me (fill, 

Goe on, lie followe thee. 

TAret. You fhall nor goe my Lord. 

Hdm. Hold ofyour hands. 

Hord. Be rill’d, you fhall not goe. 

Hdm. My fate cries out 
And makes each petty arture in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue j 

Still am I cald, vnhand me Gentlemen 

By heauen lie make a ghoft of him that lets 
I fay away,goe on, lie followe thee. Exit Gbojl dndHdtn.et, 

Hord. He waxes defperate with imagion. 

Trtdr. Lets followe, tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hord. Haue after, to what iffue will this come ? 

Tddr. Something is rotten in the Rate of Denmarke. 

Hr/rd. Heauen will direft it. 

7Adr. Nay letsfollow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Gbojl, and Hdmlet. 

Hm. Whether wilt thou leade me, ipeakc»Ile goe no further 
Gbojl. Markeme. 

Hdm. I will. 

Gbojl. My houre is almoft come 

When I to fulphrus and tormenting flames . , 

Mud render vp my felfe. 

Hdm. Alas poorc Ghoft. 



% 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Gboft. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall vnfold. 

Ham. Speake.Iamboundtoheare. 

Gboft. So art thou to reuenge, when thon fhalt heare. 

Ham. What? 

Gboft. I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Doonid for a certaine tearme to walke the nighr, 

And for the day confind to fart in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes ofnature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : but that 1 am forbid 
To tell thefecrets ofmy prison houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe light ell word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like liars Hart from their fphcres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks' to part. 

And each particuler haire to Hand an end. 

Like quils vpou the fearcfull Porpcntinc> 

But this eternall blazon mull not be 
To eares of fielh and blood, lift, lift, 6 lift t 
If thou did’ll euer thy deare father loue. 

Ham. OGod. 

Gboft. Reuenge his foule, and moll vnnaturall murther;. 

Ham. Murther.. 

Gboft. Murther raoff foule, as in the bell it is. 

But this moll foule, flrange and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Hall me to kr<oiv’f, t hat I with wings as fwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
M ay fweepe to my reuenge. 

Gboft. I find thee ape. 

And duller fhouldft thou be then thefatweede 
That roores it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 

VVptid’ft thou not flurre in this $ now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that Beepingln my Orchard, 

A Serpent Hung me, fo the W'hoIeeareofDenmarke 

Is by a forged proceffe of my death 

Ranckely abufde: butknowe thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now vveares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my propheticke foule l my Vncle t 
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Prince of Denmark?, 

Gboll I that incefluous, that adulterate beafl. 

With witchcraft ofhis wits, with trayterous gifts, 

0 wick ed wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feduce*, wonneto his fhametuIiJult 

The will ofmy mofl feeming vertuous Queenej 

OBfl»/r/»wbat falling off was there 

From me whofe loue was of that dignitie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with the VO we 

1 made to her in Carriage, and to decline 
Vppon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 
Tothofe of mine *,but vertue asu neuer will bemooued 
Though lewdnefle courr it in a fhape of heauen 

So butt hough to a radiant A n gl e hnekt. 

Will fort it felfe in a celefiiall bed 
And pray on garbage. 

But fofc, me think es I fent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me b e 5 fleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuflome alwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre, thy V ncle flol e 
With iuyee ofeurfed Hebona in a viall, 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leaprous diftilment, whofe effeft 
Holdsfuch an enmitie with blood of man, 

Thatfwift as quickfiluer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth pofleffe 
And curde like eager ctroppings into milke. 

The thin and wholfome blood 5 fo did it mine. 

And a mofl inflant tetter barckt about 
Moll Lazerlike with vile and lothforae cruft 
All my fmooth body, 

Thus was I fleeping by a brothers hands 
Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off euen in the bloflomes of my finne, 

Vnhuzled, difappointed, vnanueld. 

No reckningmade,butfent to my account 
Withall my iraperfe£hons on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible,moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not. 



The 7'ragedie of Hamlet 
Let not the royal! bed of Denmarkebe 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfucs this aft, 

Tain’t not thy minde, nor let thy foule contriue 
Againft thy mother ought, leaue her to heauen,. 
And to thofe thornes that in her bofome lodge 
To prick and fling her, fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fhewes the matine to beneere 
And gins to pale his vneffeftuall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heauen, 6 earth, what els. 
And Ihall I coupple hell, 6 fie, hold, hold my hart, 
And you my finnowes, growc not inflant old. 

But bearc me fwiftly vp 5 remember thee, 

I thou poore Ghofl whiles memory holds afeate 
In this diflrafted globe, remember thee, 

Tea, from the tableof my memory 
lie wipe away all triuiall fond records, 

Allfawes of bookes, all formes, all preflures pafl 
That youth and obferuation coppied there, 

A nd thy commandement all alone fhall Jiue, 
Within the booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heauen, 

O mod pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine. 

My tables, meet it is I fet it do wne 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine, 

At leaft I am fure it may be Co in Denmarke. 

So Vnde, there you are, now to my word. 

It is adew , adew, remember me. 

Ihauefworn’r. 

Enter Horatio, and MarceSus. 

Hot*. My Lord, my Lord. 

Trior . Lord Hamlet. 

flora. H eauens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

“Mar. Ulo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hilio, ho, ho, boy come, and come. 



Prince of Denmarke* 

7>Ur. How i’ft my noble Lord? 

I jara. What newes my Lord f 
Ham. O.wonderfull. 

Uora. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reueale it. 
flora. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Howky you then, would hart of man once thinke it, 

Butyou’lebefecret. 

Booth. 1 by heauen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine. 

Dwelling in all Denmarke 

^HoraH Therenades MiGhoft toy Lord, come from the graue 

To tell vs this. , , 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right. 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
1 hold it fit that we fhake hands and part, 

You, as your bufines and defire fhall poynt you, 

For euery man hath bufines and defire 

Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 

Haro, T^efe arebut wilde and whurling words my Lord. 

Horn. I am forry they offend you hardly,. 

Yes faith hartily, 

1 Haro* There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Pattickbut there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heer$> 

It is an honeft Ghofl that let me tellyoui\ 

Foryour defire toknowewhatisbetweene vs 
Oremaftret as you may, and now good friends. 

As you are friends, fchollers, and louldiers, 

Giueme one poore requeft. 

Hora. What 1’ft my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make knowne what you haue feene to night. 

Booth. My Lord wewillnot. 

KwMjNay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

Trior. Norlmy.Lordmfaith. 

“ ' um: 





605 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34-k.2) OctdVO 



flffr 



U 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Vppon my fword. 

Mar. We hauc fworne my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeede vppon my fword, indeed. 

Gholi cries yndcr the Stage* 

Ghofl. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there trupenny s 1 
Come on, you heare this fellowein the Sellerige, 
Confenttofweare. 

Bor 4. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpcake of this tharyou haue feene 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gboft. Sweare. 

Ham. Hk , & vbujue , then weele fliift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen 

And lay your hands agairievpon my fword, 

Sweare by my fword " 

Neuer to fpeak eof this that you haue heard. 

Ghofl. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. Wellfayd oldeMole.can’ft workeit’h earth fo faff, 
A worthy Pioner, once more remooue good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftrangergiueit welcome. 

There are more things in heauen and earth Horatio 
Then are dream’t of in your philofophie, but come 
Heere as before, neuerfo helpeyoumercy, 

(How ftrange or odde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance heereaftev (hallthinke meet, 

Toput an Antickedifpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeingme, neuer flialJ 

Witharmes incombred thus, or this head fluke, 

Or by pronouncing offome doubtful! phrafe. 

As well, well, we knotve, or wecould and ifwe would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or t here be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuingout, to note) ° 

Thatyou kno we ought of me, this doe fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft neede helpe you. 

Ghofl. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

Withall my loue 1 doe commend me to you, 

. 



Prince of Deninar\e, 

And what Co poore a man as Hamlet is, 

May doe t’cxprefte his loue and frendmg fo you 
God willing (hall not lack, let vs goe in together. 

And ftill vour fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of loynt. 6 curfed fpight 
That euer I was borne to fet it tight. 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt . 

Enter old Polonius, with his man or two . 

Pol. Giue him this moncy>and thefe notes Reynaldo. 

Rey. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You ftiall doe meruiles wifely good Reynaldo, 
Before you vifite him, to make inquire 
Of his behauiour. 

Rey. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Mary well faid, very well faid 5 looke you fir. 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Parris, 

And how, and who, what meanes, and where they kcepe, 
What companie, at what expence, and finding 
By this cncompafmcnt, and drift of queftion 
That they doe know my lonne, come you moreneerer 
Then your perticuler demaunds will tuch it, 

Takcyouas t’were fome dillant knowledge ofhim. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him, doe you markc this Reynaldo t 

'Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

T#/. And in part him, but y ou may fay, not well, 

But y’ft be he I rneane, hce’s very wilde, 

Adicted fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry nonefo ranck 
As may dishonour him, take heede of that, 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuallllips. 

As are companions noted and moft knownc 
To youth and Iibertie. 

, R&* As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fvvearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing.you may goefo far. 

Rey. My Lord, that would dishonour him. 

TV. Fayth asyou may fcafon it in the charge. 



You 
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The Trageclie of Hamlet 

You Kiuft not put another fcandell on him, 

That he is open to incontinencie. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faultsfo qucntly 
That they may feeme the taints of libcrtic, 

Thefiafh and out-breake of a fierie mind, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclamed blood, 

.Of generall affaulf. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

To/. Wherefore (honld you doe this > 

Rey. T my Lord, I would know that. 

To/ Marry fir, beer’s my drift, 

And I belieue it is a fetch ofwit, 

You laying thefe flight Tallies on my fonne 
As t’were a thing a little foyld with working, 

JVlarke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would 
Hauing euer fecnein thc prenominat crimes 
The youth you brealh ofguiltie, be allur’d 
He doles with you in this confcquence. 

Good fir, (or fo.) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to thephrafe, or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey . Very good my Lord, 

To/. And then fir doos a this, a doos. 

By the malle 1 was about to 
Where did lleaue? 

%ey. Atclofesintheconfequence. 

Tot. Atclofesintheconfequence, I marry. 

He clofes thus, 1 know the gentleman, 

I faw him y efterday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and asyou fay, 
There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfir, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
1 law him enter fuch a houfe of fale, 

Videlizet, a brothell, orfo foorth, fee you now, 

Your bait of falfhood take this carpc of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifedome, and of reach* 

With windlefies,and with aflaiesof bias. 

By indirc&ions find dire&ions our, 

So. by my former le&urcand aduife 



Prince of Denmark 

Shall you my fonne •, y ou haue me, haue you not ? 

Rey. My Lord, I haue. 

Tot. Obci buy ye, far ye well, 

Rey. Good iny Lord. 

Rot. Obferuc his inclination in your felfe. 

2 ley. I (hall my Lord. 

To/ Andicthimplyhismufique. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey, 

Enter Ophelia. 

Tol. Farewell. How now Ophelia, whats the matter ? 

Opb. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue bccne fo affrighted, 

To/. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I wasfowingin my cloflet, 

Lotd Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon His head, his llockins fouled, 

Vngartrcd, and do wne gyued to his ancle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a looke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been loofed out of hell 
To fpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy loue ? 

Oph. My lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe fearc it. 

To/. Whatfaid he? 

Oph. He tooke me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls tofuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it, long ft ay d he lb, 

At laft,a little (baking of mine arme, 

And thricefiis head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifd a figh fo pittious and profound 
As it did feeme to (hatter all his bulke, 

And end his becing 5 that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head ouerhis (houlder turn’d 
Hee feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out adoores he went without theyr helps, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 



I 
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The T rdgedie cf Hamlet 
Pol. Come, goe with mce, I will goc feeke the King* 

This is the very extacic of louc, 

Whofe violent propertie fordoos it felfe, 

And Icades the will to defperat vndertakings 
As oft as any pafsions vnder heauen 
That dooes afflift our natures : I am forry. 

What) haue you giue n him any hard words of late l 
Oph. No my good Lord, but as you did commaun& 

I did rcpell his letters, and denied 
His accede to me. 

TV. That hath made him mad; 

I am forry, that with better heede and Judgement? 

I had not cotcd him, I fear’d he did but trifle 
And meant to wrack thee, butbefhiowmy Ieloufies: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 
To cafl beyond our fclues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack difcrerion ycome, goc yve to the King, 

This mufl be knownc, which beeingkept clofe, might moue 
More griefs to hide, then hate to vtter louc, 

Comco, Exemt. 



Enter King and Qpteene y Pcfcncraus and 
Cjtiyldenfterne . 

King. Welcome deere Kofencraus, and Cjuyldcnfierne * 
Moreoucr, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haflie fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation, focall it, 

Sich nor (h’exterior, nor the inward man 
~ Rcfemblcs that it was, what it fhould be, 

More then his fathers death,that thus hath put him 
So much from th’vnderflandingofhimfclfe 
I cannot dr came of: I entreatc you both 
That beeing of fo young dayes brought vp with him^ 

A nd fit h fo nabored to his youth and hauior. 

That you voutfafe your refl heerc in our Court 
Some little time, fo byyour companies 
To draw him on to plcafures, and to gather 



— 



Prmce of Dcnmar\e. 

(i^T.reTam two men there is not liuing 

4:tt^V htre, ' if r in sl:;? yoa 

To fhew vsfo much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with vs a while. 

For the lupply and profit "£P C j\ 

Your vifitation fhall receiuc fuch thanks 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Maieflies 

Might by the foueraigne power you haue of vs, 

PuTyour dread pleafures more into commaund 
Then to entreatie. 

GhjI. But we both obey. 

And heere giue vp our fclues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruicc freely at your feete 

To be iommaunded. „ 

Km. Thanks Rofemraus , and gentle Guyldeniterne. 
Qxee. Thanks GuyllenTlerne, and gentle %ofcncraus. 
And I befeech you inftaptly to vifife _ 

My too much changed fonne, goe fome of you 
And bring thefc gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guyl. Hcauens make our prefence and our practices 

Plcafant and helpfull to him. _ 

I Amen. exemt%gf. andGttyld. 

Enter Poloniws* 

Pol. Th’cmbafiadors from Norway my good Lord* 
Areioyfullvreturnd. 

Kmg. Thou ftill half been the father of good newes^ 
Tot. Haue I my Lord ? 1 afiute mygood Liege 
1 hold my dutie as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 

A nd 1 doc thinke, or els this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trayle ofpolicie fo fure 
As it hath vfd to doe, that 1 haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpcake of that, that doe I long to hcare, 

£ 3 * 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Tol. Giue firft admittance to th’cmbafladors. 

My ncwes fhall be the fruite to that great feaft* 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them, and bring them in. 
He tells me my dccxeCjertrardhe hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes didempcr. 

I doubt it is no other but the maine 
His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 



Enter Embaffadors. 

King. Well, we fhall fift him, welcome my good friends. 
Say Volte wand, what from our brother Norway ? 

VoL Mod fairc rcturne of greetings and dcfircs} 

V pon our firft, he fent out to fuppredc 
His Nephews leuies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation gainft the Tollacke, 

But better Jookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your highnes, whereat greeu’d 
That fo his ficknes, age, and impotence 
Was falfly borne in hand, fends our arrefts 
On Fortenbraffe , which he in breefe obeyes, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway, and in fine, 

Makes vow before his Vncle neucr more 
To giue th’aflay of Armes againft your Maieflic: 
Whereon old Norway oucrcomc with ioy, 

Giues hrm threcfcorc thoufand crownes in.anuail fee^ 

And his commifsion toimploy thofe fouldiers 
So leuied (as before) againfl the Vollacke % 

With an entreafic hcercin further fhonc, 

T hat it might pleafe you to giue quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprife 
On fuch regards of (afety and allowance 
As therein are fet downc. 

King, It likes vs well, 

And at our more considered time, wee’Ie read, 

Anfwer, and thinkc vpon this bufines : 

Meanc time, we fhankc you for your weH tookc labour, 
Goc to your reft, at night weele feafl together. 

Mod welcome home. Exeunt Embujfador^ 

Pol, This LuGnes is well ended. 
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Prince of Denmark e. 

Mv Liege and Maddam, ro cxpoftulate 
Uhat nfaiertic fhould be, what done is. 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is nras. 

Were nothingbut to waft night, day, and t.me. 

Therefore breume is the foulc of wit, 

Tnd tedioufnes the lymmes and outward florxOies, 
lUiU be briefe, your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnes. 

What ifl but to be nothing els but mad, 

But let that goe. . , 1/r . 

Ouee. More matter with leffc art. 

p% Maddam, I fwearc I vfe no art at all, 

That hec’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty. 

And pitty tis tis true, a foolifh figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art. 

Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remames 
That we find out the caufc of this cttect. 

Or rather fay, the caufe ofthis defect, 

for this effect defeaiue comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus 

Pcrpcndi , • 

I haue a daughter, haue while (he is mine, 

Who in her dune and obedience, markc. 

Hath eiuen me this, now gather and (urmite, 

° To the CeleHiall and my foules / doll, the moH beau- 
tified Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe, a vile phrafe, 
beautified is a vile phrafe, but you fhall heare ; thus tn - 
her excellent white bofome, thefe <&c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 
pff Good Maddam flay awhile, I will be fai'hfull, 

Doubt thou the flarres are fire. Letter . 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mo tie. 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, . 

3ut neuer doubt I due . • , 

O deere Ophelia, I am ill at thefe numbers , I haue not art to recken 
my <nones butthatllouc thcebeft,6moft beft belieueit, adew* 
Thine euermoremoft deere Lady, whilft this machine is to him. 
Tol. This inobedience hath my daughter fhowne me, {Hamlet, 
And more about hath his folicitings 




The Tr age die of Hamlet 

As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place. 

All 5 ;iuen to tnineeare. 

King But how hath flic recciu’d his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you rhinkc of me ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honorable. 

Pol. \ I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinkc 
When I had feenc this hote loue on the wing, 

As I pcrcciu’d it (I mufl fell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my decre Maieflic your Queene hecrc thinke, 
Iflhadolaydthe Dcske, or Table booke, 

Or giuen my hart a working mute and dumbc. 

Or lookc vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to workc. 

And my young Miflris thus I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Bar, 

This mufl not be : and then I preferiprs gauc her 
That flic fliould locke her fclfc from her refort. 

Admit no mcflTengcrs, receiucno tokens. 

Which done, fhc fooke the fruites of my aduife s 
And he rcpell’d, a fliort tale to make, 

Fell info a fadnes, then info a fail. 

Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 1 
Into the madnes wherein now he raues. 

And all we mourne for. 

King, Doe you thinkc this? 

J^nee. It may be very like. 

To/. Hath there been fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, fis fo. 

When itproou’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol Take this, from this, if this be otherwife > 

If circumflanccs leade rtfe, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes fourc houres together 
Hecrc in the Lobby* 
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Ac fud^a rimef lie loolc my daughter to him. 

Be vou and 1 behind an Arras then, 

M ike the encounter , if he loue her not, 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be np afsiftant for a ftate 
But keepe a farme and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

& Enter Hamlet. , 

Cuee But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 

Away, I doe befeech you both away, Exit Kinged Queene. 

He bord him prefently , oh giue me leaue. 

How dooes my good Lord Hamlet i 
Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Tol. Doe you knowe me my Lora . 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a rilhnionger. 

Tol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honelt a man. 

Tol. Honeft my Lord. 

Ham. 1 fir to behoneft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoutof tenne thoufand. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. , , , «. 

Ham. For if the funnebreede maggots in a dead dogge , being a 
good kifsing carrion. Haue you a daughter f" 

Tol. IhauemyLord. - t . 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sunne, conception is a blelsing, 

But as vour daughter may conceaue, friend looke to’t. 

Tol. How fay you by that, ftill harping on my daughter , yet hee 
knewe me not at firft, afay d I was a Filhmonger, a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, Ifuffred much extremity ior loue, very 
neere this . llelpeake to himagaine. What doe you rcademy 
I„r<L 



Ham. Words, words, words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betweenewho. 

Tol. I meane the matter that you reade my Lord. 

Ham. S launders fir 5 for the fatericall rogue fayes heere, that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arewrinckled, their eyes 
.purging thick Amber, & plumtree gum,& that they liauc a plen- 

F. tihill 
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tifulllacke of wit, together, with mod weake hams, all which Hr 
though Imoft powerfully and potentliebelieue, yet I hold it not 
honefly to haue it thus fee downe, for your felfe fir fliall groweold 
as I am riflike a Crab you could goebackwaid. 

Tol. Though this be mid nefl'e, yet there is method in’t , will you 
vvalke our of the ayre rify Lord ? 

Ham. Into my gratie. 

VuL Indeede tint’s out of theayrejhotv pregnant fometimes 
his replies are.a happines that often m'ndneffe hies on, which reafon 
and fanftity could not fo profperoufly be defiiiefed of. I wilileaue 
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my leauc of you. 

Bun. You cannot take from meeany thing that I will not more 
willingly part wit hall : except my life , except my life, except my 
life. Enter Guylderjlern y, and Rbfencraus. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old foo'es. 

Pol. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet , there he is. 

J{pf. God faueyou fir. 

Guy!. My honor’d Lord. 
l{of. MymoftdeereLord. 

Ham. My extent good friends, how dooft thou Guyldcrflcrnc ? 

A Psfencraus, good lads how doeyou both s’ 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guy!. Happy, in that we are not euer happy on Fortunes lap* 
We are not the very button. 

H-m. Nor the foies of her fiiooe. , : 

l{of. Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you liue about her waft, or in the. middfc of Iierfa- 
G«j/. Faith her priuateswei : (uors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of Fortune, oh mod true,flie is a flrumpet, 
What newes t 

Ppf. None my Lord, but the worlds grownehoneft. 

Ham. Then is Doomes day neere, but your nevves is not true? 
But in the beaten way of friendship, .what make you at Elfonoml 
fyf. Tovifityoumy Lord,nootheroccafion. 

Ham. Begger that I am, I am euer pooreintbankes,butIthanU 
you, andfure deare friends, my chankes are too deare a halfpeny: 
Were you not fent for ? is it your owneioclining ? is it a free vifitati 
on ? come, come, deale iuftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 
Guy. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 
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fent for you. . 

me whether you were fent for or no. 

S£ I&« fo min my anticipation patten. your 

Jifrnneiv and your fecrecietotheKing & Queene moult no fea- 
ffer, I haue of late , but wherefore I knowe not, loft all ™y ml “ h » 
for® on all cuftome of exercifes: and indeede it goes .o heaudy with 
my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mee a 
flerill promontorie , this meft excellent Canopie the ayi » 
you, this braneorehanging firmament, this maiefticall roofeffet- 
ted with golden fire , why itappeareth nothing to niebut afoule 

andtpeftilent congregation of vapoures. VVhatpeece ofworkeisa 

ma/, how noble in reafon, how infinit in faculties , in forme and 
moouing, howexpreffe and admirable in aftion, how like an n- 
gell in apprehenfion,how like a God : ihebeautie of t lac won Jti 
paragon of Annimales? and yet to me, what is this Qumrefience ot 
duft : man delights not me , nor women neither , tnough y ) our 
Smiling, you feeme to fay fo. 

Eof. My Lord, there was no fuch fhiffein my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yee laugh then, when I favd man delights notme. 
1 \of. To thinke my Lord lfyou delight not in man, what Lemon 
entertainment the players fliall receaue from you , we coted them 
on the way, and hether are they commmg to offer you feruice. 

Ham. Hethatplayes the King ihal be welcome,his Maieflit flial 
haue tribute on me, the aduenterous Knight fliall vfe his fo) le and 
target, the Loucr fliall not figh gratis, the humorus Man fliall end 
his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her niinde freely : or the 
black verfe fliall haultfor’t. What players are they? 

J \pf. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch deligi 
diansoftheCiny. 



gilt in,theTrage* 
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Ham. How chances it they trauail e < their refidence both in rent, 
tation, and profit was better both wayes. p ■ 

Hof I thinke their inhibition, comes by themeanesof thelato 
innouafion. c 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was in 
the Citty $ are they fo folio wed. 
fyf. Noindeedearetheynot. 

Ham.lt is not very ftrange, for my Vncle isKingofDenmarke,and 
thofethat would make mouths at him while my father liued -> me 
twenty, fortie, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pifture 
in little, s’bloud there is fomthing in this more then naturall if 
Philofophie could find itout. ~ 4 Florifb. 

Gttyl. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen you are welcome to Elfonoure , your hands come 
then, th’appurtenance of welcome is fafhion and ceremor/ie 5 let 
mee comply with you in this garb : let me extent to the players, 
which I tell you mufl/howefairely outwards, fliouldmoreap. 
pearelike entertainment then yours s’ you are welcome: butroy 
v ncle-father,and Aunt-motherjaredeceaucd. 

Guyl. InwhatmydeareLord. 

Ham I am but mad North North wefi ; when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I knovve a Hauke,from a hand faw. 

Enter Volonim . 

Pol. Wellbe with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Harke you Cuyldmjlcrne, and you to, at each eare a hearer, 
that great baby you fee there is riot yet out of his fvvadling clouts. 

1 ‘7-/* Wappjly he is the fecouc time come to them, for they fay an 
old man is twice a child. 1 1 

Ham. I will prophecy, he comes to tell me of the players, mark it, 
Xou fay right fir, a Monday morning, t’was rhenmdeede. 

‘Pol, JVly Lord I haue nevves to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newes to tel you : when Roffius was an Aftor 
in Home. r " 

Pol. The Affors are come hether my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. V ppon my honor. 

Ham. Then came each A&or on his AfTe. 

iJn 'S e n bcft ,f^° r * in f w °rld , either for Tragedie, Comedy, 
liutoty, Paflorall, Pafiorall Comicall , Hifloricall Paftorall, feene 

indeuidiblc* 







Prince of Denmark 

. 1 • or Poem vnlimited. Scetieca cannot be too heauy, nor 

^ZtJ%Bfor'hclaw t ofw„ [ ,a„< 1 ,hcl 1 b=r ty :.h c rea [£t | le 

°tZo leptha Iudge oflfraell, what a treafurehad’ft thou ? 

•Pol ’ WhatatreafurehadhemyLord? , , , , 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which he loued 
pafsingwell. 

Tol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am 1 not l’th right old Ieptba i . , 

9ol If you call me Icptha my Lord, I haue a daughter that I loue 
' Ham. Nay that followes not. y pafsingwell. 

f 0 L What followes then my Lord ? 

Ham Why as by lot God wot , and then you knoweitcameto 
paffe ’as moll like it was 5 the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fhoweyou more, for looke where my abridgment comes. 

Enter the Meyers. 

JUm. You are welcome maillers, welcome all, I am glad to fee thee 

well, welcome good friends , oh old friend , why thyfaceisva- 

Jana lince I faw thee lalVom’ft thou to beard me m Denmark, 
what mv young Lady and miftris, by lady yourLadifhippeis 
nerertoheauen , then when I faw youlaft by the altitude o a 
chopine, pray God your voyce like a peece ofvncunantgola, 
bee notcrackt within the ring: maifters you are allwexorne, 
wcele ento’t like friendly Fankners , fly at any thing we lee, 
weele haue a fpeech ftraite , come giue vs a tall of your quality, 
come a pafsionate fpeech. 
flayer. What fpeech my good Lord? # 

Ham, I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it was neuer acted, 
or if it was,notaboue once , for the play I remember pleald not 
the million,t 5 was cauiary to the generall,but it was as I receaued 
it & others , whofe iudgements in fuch matters cried in the top 
f mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes >fet c owne 
with as much modeflie as cunning . I remember one fay d there 
were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter fauory , nor no 
matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affe&ion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweete, Sc by very 
much, more hand fome then fine:one fpeech in’c I chiefely loued* , 
i\vas *Acneai talke to Dido , & there abour of it efpecially when he 
fpeakes of Mams flaughter , ifitliue in your memory begin at 
tthis line, let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Tirhus like Th’ircanian 

F 3 ; bcaft$ 
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beaft, tis not fo,it beginnes with Pirrbus > the rugged Pirrbus , he wlwfe 
fable Armes, 

Black as his purpofe did the night refemble. 

When he lay couched in th’omynous horfe-» 

Hath now this dread and black completion fmeard? 

With heraldy more difmall head to foote, 

Now is he totall Gules horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and empafled with the parching ftreetes 
That lend a tirrafcus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus or£-'cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbunkles,the hcllifh Phirrbus 
Old grandfire Priam feekes 5 fo proceede you. 

Pol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
Play. Anon he finds him, (chlcretion. 

Striking too ftort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where ir fals, 

Repugnant to commaund 5 vnequall matclir, 

Pirrbus at Priam driues , in rage flnkes wide, 

But with the whifre and winde of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father fals : 

Seeming’tofeele this blowe, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his bafe 5 and with a hiddious crafh 
Takes pr i foner Pirrbus care, for loehis fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Of reuerent Priam , feem’d i’th ayre to ftic k. 

So as a painted rirant?W;«r flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter, 



Hid nothing : 

But as we often fee againft fome florme, 

A fi lence in the heauens,the racke ttand ttill. 

The bold winds fpeechlefle, and theorbe belowc 
As hutti as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Pirrbus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a vvorke. 

And neucr did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On TAarfes Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 

With letter emo rfe 1 he n Pirrbus bleeding fword 
Now-falis on Priam. 

* 
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Out out, thou ftrumpet Fortune, all you gods,’ 

Tn o-enerall finod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes, and follies from her vvheele. 

And boule the round naue downe the hill ot heaue 
As loweas to the fiends. 

Hm Tt ft all to the barbers with your beard ; prethee fay on , he s 
fofalie ; or a taleof bawdry, or hettee P es,fay on.cometo Hecuba. 

?ty § But who, a woe, bad feene the mobled Queene, 

- Hun. The mobled Queene. 

<p 0 l That’s £Ood. . r 

play Runne barefoote vp and downe, threatnwg t to 




With Bifon rehume,a clout vppon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

Ablancket in the alarmeoffeare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue m venom tteept, 

Gninfl fortunes ftate would trealon haue pronounlt j 
But ifthe gods themfelues did fee her then, 

When fliefaw Pirrbus make malicious fport 
In mincing with his fword her huf band limmes. 

The inflant burfl of clamor that fhe made, 

Vnlefle things mortall inooue them not at all. 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 

And pafsion in the gods. . , 

A>/. Looke where he has not turnd his cullour,and has teares in s 

eves, prethee no more. _ t , . f 

■ Ham. Tis well, Ilehauetheefpeakeoutthereftof this oone, 
Good my Lord will you fee the players well bellowed; doe you 
heare, letthembe wellvfed , forthey are the abAi-at anclbreete 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 

bad Epitaph then their ill report while you Hue. . - 

Pol. My Lord , I will vfe them according to their deferr. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better, vfe euery man after his de- 
fert, & who fliall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owne honor 
and dignity, the lefle they deferue the more merrit is in your boun-. 
ty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. , 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

heare me old friend, can you play the murther of Gonqtgo f 
flay. I my Lord. 

Ham. Weele hate to morrowe night, you could for need efludv 
afpeechof fomedofen lines, or fixteene lines, which Iwouldfet 
do wne and infert in’t, could you not ? 
flay. I my Lord. 

Ham. V ery wel l.followe that Lord, & looke you mock him net,' 
My good friends,Iie leaue you tell night, you are welcome to Elfm. 
me. Exeunt Pol. and flayers. 

Epf- Good my Lord. Exeunt. 

Ham. I fo God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefantflaue am I. 

Is it not monflrous that this player heere 
But in a fixion, in a dreame of pafsion 
Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in bis eyes, diftraftion in hi 5 .1 fp eft, 

A broken voyce, an his wholefunftion futing 
Witli formes to his conceit y and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba. 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weepe for her {’what would he doe 
H ad he the motjue, and that for pafsion 
That I haue f he would drowne the flage with teares, 

And deaue the generall eare with horrid fpeecli. 

Make mad the guilty, 3 nd appale the.free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeede 
The vcryfaculties cfeyes and eares jyetl, 

A dull and muddy metteld raskall peake. 

Like Iohn-a-dreames, vnprfcgnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothings no not for a King, 

Vpon whofe property and mofi deare life, 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward. 

Who cals me villaine, breakes my pateacrofTe, 

Pluckes off my beard , and b'owes it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofe, giues me the lie l’ch thraote 
As deepe as to the lunges, who does me this, 

Hah, s’wounds I fhould takeit:ioritcannotbe 
But I ampidgion liuerd, and lack gall 
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Prince of Denmark?. 

To make opprefsion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould a fatted all the region ky tes 
With this flaues offal!, bloody, bandy Vil ame, 

Remorfleffe, trecherous, lecherous, kmdlefTe villaine. 

Why what an Aile am I, this is moft braue, 

That I the fonne of a deere inurthcrcd. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpacke my hart with words, 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe 5 a dally on, ne vppont, fob. 
About my braues > hum, I haue heard, 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the feene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foulc, that prcfcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their malcfaftions : 

For murther, though it haue no tongue will fpcake 
With moft miraculous organ : He haue thefe Players 

Play fomething like the murther of my father ' • 

Before mine Vncle, lie obferuc his looker. 

He tent him to the quickc, if a doe blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit that I haue feene 
May be a deale, and the deale hath power 
T’afTume aplcafing fhape, yea, and perhaps. 

Out of my weaiccnes, and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with fuchfpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me j He haue ground* 

More relatiue then this, the play’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the confcienceofthe King. Exit. 

Enter King , Qucetie, T downs, Ophelia, Upfenaraus, 
denflerne, Lends. 

King. An can you by no drift of cbnferencc 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating foharflily all his dayes of quiet > 

With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

%of. He dooes confcfle he feeles himfclfe di drafted. 

But from what caufe, a will by no meanes fpcake. 

Ghjl. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a craftieraadnes keeper aloofe - % 

When wc would bring him on lo fome confcfsion 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

of His true {late, 

Qme. Did he receiue you well ? 

%of. Mofl like a gentleman. 

(jtt)l- But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rof Niggard of queflion, but of our demaunds 
Moll tree in his reply. 

£)uee. Did you allay him to any paflime ? 

Rof, Maddatn, it Co fell out that certaine Players 
We ore-raught on the way, of thefc we told him. 

And there did fectne in him a kind ofioy 
To hcare of it : they are hcere about the Court, 

And as I thinke, they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. Tis moll trtie. 

And he befeecht me to intreatyour MaicflitS 
To hcare and lee the matter. 

King. With all my hart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giue him a further edge, 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We fhall my Lord. Exeunt %of & Gttjl. 

King. Sweet Cjertrard, leaue vs two. 

For we haue clolely fent for Hamlet hether. 

That he as t’were by accedenf, may hecre 
Affront Ophelia 5 her father and my felfe, 

Wcc’le fo bellow our felues, that feeing vrifeenc, 

We may of their encounter franckly iudge. 

And gather by him as he isbehau’d, 

1ft be th’affhilion of his louc or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Jfjiee. I fhall obey you. 

And for your part Ophelia, I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnes, fo lhall I hope your vertucs, 

Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours. 

Oph. Maddam, I wifh it may. 

Pol, Ophelia walks you hscrc, gracious fo pleafe you ; 
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Prince of Denmar^e, 

We will bellow our felues readc on this bookc, 

That (how of fuch an exercife may cullour 
Your lovylincs 5 wc are oft too blame m this, 

Tis too much proou’d, that with dcuotions vifcgc 
And pious aftion, we doc lugar ore 
The deuill himfelfe. 

Kin?. O tis too true, . r . 

How frnart a la Hi that fpcech doth giue my confidence 
The harlots chccke beautied with plaftringarf. 

Is not more ongly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my molt painted word : 

Oheauy burthen. 

Enter Hamlet, 

Pol. I heare him comming, with-draw my Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queflion, 
Whether tis nobler in the ntinde to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes again!! a fca of troubles, 

And by oppofing, end them, to die to fleepe - 
No more, and by a fleepe, to fay we end 
The hart-ake.and the thouland naturaill Ihocks 
That flefh is heire to 5 tis a confirmation 
Dcuoudy to be wifht to die to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 

For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come 
When wc haue fhuffled off this mortall coylc 
Mull giue vs paufe, there’s the refpeff 
That makes ca!amijtie,of Co long life : 

For who would bcarc the whips and fcornes of time, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proude mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpiz’d louc, the lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the fpurnes 
That patient merrit of th’vn worthy takes, 

When he himfelfe might his quiefas make 
With a bare bodkin *, who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a wcarie life. 

But that the dread of fomething after death, 

The vndifeouer’d country, from whole borne 

If 
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The Tmgedie of Hamlet 

Notrauilerrefurnes, puzzels the will, ;1 
And makes vs rather beare thofc ills we haue, 

Then flie to others that we know not of. 

Thus confciencc dooes make cowards, 

And thus the natiue hiew of refblution 
Is fickled ore with the pale cart of thought, 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard theyr currents rurne awry, 

Andloofe thenatneofinrtion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Oph. Good roy Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you well, 

Oph. My Lord, I haue remembrances of your* 

That I haue longed lbng-fo redeituer, 

1 pray you now reeeiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought; 

Oph . My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of fo fwcct breath compofd 
As madethefe things more, rich, their perfume loft, 

Take thefeagaine, for fo the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when gtuers prpouc vnkind^ 

There my Lord. . ■ ‘ 

Ham. Ha, ha.areyouhohcfl. " ; 

Oph. My Lord; 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Oph. What meanes your Lordfhip? 

Ham. That if you be honert & faire, you fhould admit 
no difeourfe to your beautic. , 

Oph. Could beauty my Lord haue better coffierfe 
Then with honertic i 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transformeli. 
neflic from what it is to a bawde, then the force of honertie can trar, 
late beautie into his likenes, this was fpmetime a paradox, but nowi 
time giucs it proofc , I did loue you once; 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made mebclieuefb,. 

Ham. You fhould not haue belecu’d me, for verfue cannot fo 
cuocutat our old flock, but we (hall rclifh of it, I loued you not, 
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Prince of Dennm\e. 

°P h ‘ I petthee t aNunry, C whywould’rt thou be a breeder of fin- 
H T K mv felfc in different honert, but yet I could accufc mec of 
n£r . S ' \ .“"L that it were better my Mother had not borne mec : I am 
fuch rhm a . f jj ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 

T Ce thou.bfs to put them in, imagination to giue them fhape, 
then I b J = . ^ a t fhould fuch fellowes a, l do craul.ng be- 
er tune to a arrant knaUCSj belceuc non e of vs, 

he may play the Me no where but m a owne houre. 

-.bethou 

mOTa’foole', for wife men knowe well enough olat monlteri you 
Se of them t to a Nunty goe, and quickly to, finewell. 

°L • G ° d h t Si- 

umvou one face, and you makeyour fclfea another, yoogtg&am. 

SfowShauc no mo marriage, thofe tha. are married already 
lot one (hallline,, he relHhalt keep as they are. ro a Ninny go. M 

Oph. O what a noble mind is heereorethrowne. • 

The Courtiers, fouldiers, fchollers, eye, tongue, (word, 
Th’cxoeftation, and Rofe of the faire flate, 

The a iafle of fartiion. and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers, quite quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moll deieft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honny of his mufickt vowes*, 

Now fee what noble and meft foueraigne realon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time, and harfh, 

That vnmatcht forme, and fiature of blowne youth 

Blarted with extacie, 6 woeis mec 

T’haue feene what I haue fecnc, fee what 1 fee. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Enter Kwg and 'Polonius. 

King. Loue, his affeftions doe not that way tend. 

Nor what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,, there’s fomething in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, the hatch and the difclofe 
VVillbefome danger*, which for to preuenr, 

1 hauc in quick determination 

Thus fet it downe •• he fhall with fpeede to England, 

For the demaund ofour neglected tribute. 

Haply the feas, and countries different. 

With variable obi efts, (hall cxpell 
This fomething fetled matter in his hart, 

Whereon hisbraines Hill beating 
Puts him thus from fafhion off limfelfc. 

What thinkc you on’t ? 

Pel. It fhall doe well. 

But yet doe I belicue the origin andcomencemcnt ofhisgrecfc, 
Sprung from ncglefted loue : How now Opbeltal 
You neede not tell vs what Lord Hamlet l aid, 

We hcardit all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe. 

But ifyou hold it fit, after the play. 

Let his Qucenc-mother all alone intreate him 
To (how his griefe, let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in the care 
Of all their conference, if (he find him not, 

T o England fend him : or confine him where 
Y our wifedome befl fhall thinke. 

King. It fliall be fo, 

Madnes in great ones mufl not vnmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet , and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronoun’d it to you, irip' 
pingly on the tongue, but if you mouth it as many of our Players do, 
I had as hue (he towne cryer fpoke my lines, nor doe notfaw the ayit 
too much with your hand thus, but vife all gently , for in the very tor- 
ment tempefl, and as I may fay, whirlwind of your paflion, youmufl 
acquire and beget a temperance , that may giue it fmoothncfie> oil 
offends race to the foule, to hcarc a robuftious perwig-pated fellowt 

te:< 
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Prince of Denmarhe. 

.... a paflion to totters, to very rags, to fplect the care? of the ground- 
‘ P vvho for the mod part arc capable of nothing but mexplica- 

I letlumbe fliowes, and noyfc : I would haue fitch a fellow wh.pt for 
ole dooing Termagant, it out Hcrods Herod, pray you auoyde it. 

tv layer. I warrant your honour. 

Jhet. Be not too tame neither, but let yourowne difcretion be 
vour tutor, fine the aftion to the word, the word to the aftion , with 
dVisfpec.all obferuancc, that you ore-fleppe not the model. cofna- 
uc -For any thing foore-doone.is/rom the purpofc of playing, 

whofe end both at the firfl, and novvc, was and is , to holac as twere 
the Mirrour vp to nature, to fliew vertue her feature *, fcorne her own 
" and the very age and body of the time h.s forme and preflure: 

Now this oucr-done, or come tard.e off, though it makes the vnsk.l- 
full lauoh, cannot but make the mdicious grecue, the cenfore of 
which one, muff in your allowance ore-weigh a wholejheater of o- 
thers. O there be Players that I haue feene play , and heard others 
prayfd.and that highly , not to fpcake it prophanely , that neither ha- 
ving th’acccnt of Chriflians, nor the gate of Chriflian , Pagan, nor 
man, haue fo ftrutted 5c bellowed, that I haue thought fome of Na- 
tures Iornimen had made men, and not made them well , they imita- 
ted humanitiefoabhorninably. 

•Player. 1 Hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

Ham. O reforme it a!togethcr,and let thofc that play your clownes 

fpeake no more then is fet downe for them, for there be of them that 

wil ihemfelues laugh, to fet on fome quantiticof barrainc fpeftators 
to !au°h to, though in the meane time, fome neccUary queflionot 
the play be thenro be confidercd, that’s villanous, and fhewes a molt 
pittifull ambition in the foole that vfes it : goe make you readic. How 






Enter Pdjfa"*, (juyldenfterne, & Pofencraus. 
Pol. And the Queehe toi and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Playerswakc hafl. Will you two help to 
Rof. I mv Lord. Exeunt they two. 

Ham , What howe, Horatio. Enter Horatio. 

Hora. Heere fweet Lord, at your feruicc. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as iuff a man 
iS-ere roy conuerfation copt vvhhall. 

Hor. O my deere Lord. 



haftenthe. 



Ham. Nay 





The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Najvcloenot thinke 1 flatter, 

For what aduancemcnt may I hope from thee 

That no reuenew haft but thy good fpirits 

To feede and clothe thee, why fhould the poorc be flatfcrd ? 

No, let the candied tongue lickeabfuAl pompc, 

And crookc the pregnant hindges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fauning *, dooft thou hcarc, 

Since my dearc foule was miftris of her choice. 

And could of men diftinguifh her election, 

S’hath feald thee for herfclfe, for thou haft been 
As one in fuffring all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 
Haft tane with equall thanks J and blcft are thofc 
Whofe blood and iudgement are fo well comedled, 

That they are not a pype for Fortunes finger 
To found what fto'p fhc plcafc : giue me that man 
That is not pafiions flaue, and I will wcarc hitn 
In my harts core, I in my hart of hart 
As I doc thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play" to night before the King, 

One fccne of it comes necre the circumflancc 
Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethce when thou feeft that a£i a footc, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my V ncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doc not it fclfc vnkennill in one fpeech. 

It is a damned ghoft that we haue feene, 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vutcans flithy giue him heedful! note, 

For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after we will both our iudgements ioyne 
In ccnfure of his feeming. 

Hor. Well nyydord. 

If a ftcale ought the whilft this play is playing 
And fcape dctefled, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drttmmes, King, Qucene, 
Pcloniui, Ophelia. 

Ham. They are comming to the play. I tnufl be idle 
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J Prince of Denrnarhg. 

Get you a place. 

Kmg. How fares our cofin Hamlet f 
Ham. Excellent yfaith. 

Of tW Caroclions dilh, I cate the ayre, 

Promifcram’d, you cannot feede Capons fo. 

Kmg. I haue nothing with this aunfwcr Hamlet , 

Thele words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You playd once i’th Vnjuerfitie you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord , and was accounted a good A ft or. 
Ham. What did you enaft ? 

<p 0 l, I did enatt Iulius Cafar, I was kild i’th Capitall, 

'Brum kild mec. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a ealfe there. 

Be the Players readicJ 

jtpf, I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger, Come hether my decre Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, heerc’s mettle more attra&iuc. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that. 

Ham. Lady lhall I he in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. M 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant country matters ? 

Oph. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fayre thought to lye bctwecnc may des legs. 

Oph, What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Oph. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God your onely Iigge-maker, what fhould a man do but 
be merry, for lookc you how chcercfully my mother lookcs,andmy 
father died within’s two hpwres . 

Oph. Nay, tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham. So long, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for lie haue a 
;Ufe of fables 5 6 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out-liue his lifehalfea 
Veere, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then , or els fliallafuffer 
Pot thinking on, with the Hobby-horfc, whole Epitaph is, for 6, for 
the hobby-horfe is forgot, 

H. Snter 




The T rage die of Hamlet 

The Trumpets founds. Dumbefhowfollowet. 

Bnter a King and a jgueene, the flueene embracing him , and he her, l, e 
takes her vp, and declines his headvpon her neckf, he lyes him downe m. 
pen a bancke of flowers, fbe feeing him afleepe, leaues him : anon come inti 
other man, tafes off his crowne , kjfles it , pours poyfon in thefeepersearei, 
and leaues him', the Queene returnes, finds the King dead, makes pajfiw<u c 
attion, the poy finer with Jome three or foure come in againe j feeme to cm 
dole with her,the dead body is carried away, ike poyfner wooes the Q»em 
with gifts, fhee feeme s harjh awhile , but in the eufi accepts lone. 

Oph. What mcanes this my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this munching Mallico , it rneanes tnifehiefc. 

Oph. Belike this (Low imports the argument of the play. 

Ham. W c (hall know by this fellow, Enter Prologue, 

The Players cannot kcepe, they’le fell all. 

Oph. Will a tell vs what this fhow meant ? 

Ham. I, or any (how that you will (how him, be notyouafham’d 
to Ihow, heele hot fhame to tell you what it mcanes. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught, He mark the play, 

Prologue. For vs and for our Tragedie, 

Heere (looping to your clemcncie, 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the polie of a ring ? 

Oph, Tis breefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans louc. 

Enter King and gfiueene. 

King, F ull thirtic times hath Thebus cart gone round 
Tfeptunes (alt waft), and Tellus orb’d the ground, 

And thirtic dofen Mooncs with borrowed fhcenc 
About the world haue times twelue thirties becne 
Since loue our harts, and Hymen did our bands 
Vnife comuruall in moft (acred bands. 

fluee. So many iourneyes may the Sunne and Moooc 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue be doonc. 

But woe is me, you are (o ficke of late, 

So farre from cheerc, and from our former Hate, 

That I diflruftyou, yet though I diflruft, 

Pifcomfort you my Lord it nothing mult. 

For 

^ ^ 
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Prince of Denmar\e. 
c or women feare too much, euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantitie, 

Evther none, in neither ought, or tn extremme. 

Mow what my Lord is proofe hath roadeyouknow, 

And as my loue is ciz’d, my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great, the litlcft doubts are feare, 

Where little feares grow great, great loue growes there. 
Km. Faith I muft leaue thee loue, and Inortly to, 

My operant powers their funaions leaue fo do. 

And thou (halt liucin thisfaire world behind, 

Honord, belou’d, and baply one as kind. 

For husband (halt thou. 

Ouee. O confound the reft, 

Such lone muft ncedcs be treafon in my breft, 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed rhe fecond, but who kild thefirft. 

The inftances that fecond marriage moue 
Are bafe refpeas of thrift, but none of louc, 

Afecpnd time I kill my husband dead. 

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed. 

King. I doc belieue you thinke what now youfpeakc, 
But what we doc determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flauc to memorie, 

Of violent birth, but poore validitic. 

Which now the fruite vnripc flicks on the tree, 

But fall vnfhakcn when they mellow bcc. 

Moft neceftary tis that we forget 

To pay our fclues what to our (clues is debt. 

What to our fclues in pafsion we propofe, 

The pafsiun ending, doth the purpofe lo(c. 

The violence of eyther, griefe, or ioy, 

Thei(X)wne enna&urcs with therofelues deftroy, 

Where ioy moft reuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Irecfc ioy, ioy griefes, on ilender accedenf, 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not ftrange, 

- hat euen our loues fhould with our fortunes change t 
For tis a queftion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune, or els fortune loue. 

The great man downe, you tnarkc his fauoutite flyes, 

Ha 



Ham. That’s 
wormwood 
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The T YAgedie of Hamlet 

The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies, 

And hetherto doth loue on fortune tend, 

For who not needes, fhall neuer lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

DircfHy feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begunne. 

Our wills and fates doefo contrary runne, 

That our deuifes flill are ouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends noneofourowne, 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

£l»ee. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light,. 

Sport and repofe lock from me day and night, 

T o defperation fume my truR and hope. 

And Anchors chcerc in prifon be my fcope r 
Each oppofite that blancks the face of ioy, 

Meete what 1 would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both heere and hence purfue me lafting flrife. Ham. If f he fliould 

If once 1 be a widdow,euerlbea wife. breakeitnow. 

Kmg. Tis deeply fworne, fweet leaue me heere a while, 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with ficepe. 

Quee. Sleeperockihy braine, 

And neuer come mifchancekstwecne vs twaine. Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play i 

guee. The Lady doth protefi too much mec thinks. 

Ham. O but fhee’le keepe her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’f? 
Ham. No,no,they do but icR, poyfon in iefl,no offence i’th world, 
King. What doe you call the play 3 

Ham. The Mcufetrap, maty how tropically, this play is the Image 
of a murther doonein Vienna, Gonzago is the Dukes name, his wife. 
"Baptifia, you lhall fee anon, tis a knauifh peece of worke,but whaf ef 
that ? your MaieRie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not, 
let thcgauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrong. This is one 
dames, Nephew Co the King. 

Enter Lucianus. 



Oph. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord; 

Ham. I could interpret bctwccnc you and your lone 
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Prince of Denmark* 

tPT could fee the puppets dallying. 

* n /, You are kecne my lord, you are keene. 

Bam. It would cott you a groning to take off mine edge. 

°£n ^So^u mrtlalm your husbands. Beginnemu^mr tone 
faj famodAc . faccaand begin, come, .he ctoking Rattco do'h bellow 

f “ r " U "f 0U5 hK black, hands apt, drugges 6t, and time agreeing. 

rnnfiderat feafon els no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranck, of midnight weedes colleted. 

With Hecatsban thrice blarted, thrice muefted, 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property, 

•a^Tlotyn extant, and written in very choice Italian yoo fltailfee 
Sow die muttheter gets the lone wife. 

Ovh. The King nfes. 

Chec. How fares mv Lord? 
rpol. Giue ore the play. 

mm. why let the ftrooken Deere goe weepc, 

The Hart vngauled play, ofl 

For fomemuR watch while fomemuRfleepe, f cc 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fit & a forreR ot fea 
thers ifthc reR of rov fortunes turne Turk with me, with proumciaU . 
Rofes on my raz'd Ihooes, gel me a fellowship in a cry ofplayers i 
Hora. Halfe a fliare* 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou dooR know oh Damon deerc 
This Realme difmantled was 
Of hue himfelfe, and now raignes heere 
..very very paiock. 

mm. Ogood^r^^ IlcTakc the Ghofts word for a thoufand ' - 

tiound. Did’ft pcrcciue ? 

Hora. Vcty well my Lord. 

mm. V pon the talke of the poyuung. 

'ior. 1 did very well notehim. ^ ^ jjml 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. Ah ha, coroe fome mufique, come the Recorders, 

F or if the King like not the Comedie, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

Come, fome mufique. 

Eater Rofeneraus and Cjujldentterne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord, voutfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sira whole hiftorie. 
guyl. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement meruilous diflempred. 

Ham. With drinkc fir ? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould fiiewe it felfe more richer to fignifie 
thistothcDo£lor,for,formeetoput him to his purgation, would 
perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queenc your mother in mod great affliction of fpitit, 
hath lent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this cuttefieisnotoftherightbreede, if 
it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfome aunfwcre , I will doc your 
mothers commaundcment, if not, your pardon and my returne, Hull 
be the end of bufines. 

Ham. Sir 1 cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord. 

Ham. Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafd, but fir, filch 
anfwcre as I can make, you fhall comroaund, or rather as you fay, my 
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you fay, 
%of. Then thus fhefayes, your behauiour hath flrookehcrintoa- 
mazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful fonne that can foflonifh a mother, but is there 
no fequcll at the heeles of this mothers admiration, impart, 

Rof She defircs to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
Gam. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our mother, hauc youany 
further trade with vs? 

%of. My Lord, you once did Joue me. 

Ham. And doc (fill by thefe pickers and flealers. , 

- ' . 1 



Prince of Denmark c, 

v r Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diflemper, you do fure- 
lybarre the doorevpon your owne liberty ifyou deny yourgriefesto 

Sh Hacke aduauncement. . 

Zf. How can that be, when you hauc the voyce of the King hin> 
fdfefor your fucccfsion in Denmarke. 

- Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham I fir, hut while the grafTc gro wes, the prouerbe is fotnething 
muflv 6 the Recorders, let mec fee one, to withdraw with you, why 
doe you goe about to recouer the wind of mee, as ifyou would driue 

^Guil. O my lord, if my duty be too bold, my loueis too vnmanerly. 

Earn. I do not wel vndcrftand that, wil you play vpon this pipe ? 

Guyl. My lord I cannot. 

Earn. I pray you. 

Guyl. Beleeuemelcannot. 

Earn. Idoebefecchyou. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Earn. It is as eafie as lying ;gouerne thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers, & the vmber, giue it breath with your mouth, & it wil difeourfe 
mofl eloquent mufique, looke you, thefe are the flops. 

(juil. But thefe cannot I commaund to any vttrance of harraonie,I 
haue not the skill. 

Ham. Why looke you now how vnwoorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon mee, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the hart of roy miftcry, you would found mcc 
from my lowcft note to my compafIe,and there is much mufique ex- 
cellent voycc in this little organ, yet cannot you make it fpeak, s bloud 
do you think I am eaficr to be plaid on. then a pipe, call mcc what in- 
drument vou wil, thoughyou fret me not,you cannot play, vpon me. 
GodblefTcyou fir. 

Enter Polomus. 

Pol. My Lord, the Quecnc would fpeake with you, & prcfcntly. 

Ham. Do you fee yonder clowd that's aimofl in fhape of a Camel ? 

Pol. By’th mafic and tis, like a Camcll indeed. 

Hrn. Mee thinks it is like a Wezcll. 

Pol. It is backt like a Wczcll» 

Or like a Whale. 

Very like a Whale. 

Hm, The* 
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The T ragedie of Hamlet 

Then T will come to my mother by and by. 

They foolc me to the top of my bent, I will come by &by, 
Lcauc me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Churchyardsyawne, and hell it felfe brealces out 
Contagion to this world : now could 1 drmkc hotc blood, 
And doe fuch bufines as the bitter day 
Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 hart loofc not thy nature, let not euer 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bofome, 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeake dagger to her, but vie none, 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer fhc be fhent, 

To giuc them fealcs neuer my foule confent. Exit. 

■Enter King, %ofencraus,and Cjujtienflerne. 
King. I like him not, nor Bands it fafe with vs 
To let his madnes range, therefore prepare you, 

I your cororoiflion will forth-with difpatch, 

And he to England fhall along with you, 

The termes of our eflate may not endure 
Hazerd fa neer’s as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

Cjtijl. We will our felues prouide. 

Mod holy and religious fcarc it is 
To keepc thofe many many bodiesfafe 
That liue and feede vponyour Maieftie* 

Rof. The finglc and peculier life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To kcepeit felfe from noyance, but much more 
That (pirit, vpon whole weale depends and tells 
The liues of many, the celTe of Maiedie 
Dies not alone > but like a gulfc doth draw 
What’s necre if, with it, or it is a mafsie whecle 
Fixt on the fomnef of the highed mount, 

To whofc hough ipokes, tenne thoufand Icflcr things 
Ate mortcift and adioynd, which when it falls, 

*' "> -- — - 
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Prince of Denmrhf. 

Fach fmall annexment petty confequence 
Attends theboydrous raine, neuer alone 
pid theKing Ugh, buta generall grone 

Ki „. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy viage. 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

^ We will had vs. Exeunt Cent. 

Enter Polenius. 

Pel. My Lord , hee’s going to his mothers clofet, 

Behind the Arras l’leconuay my felfe 

To hearc the proccfle, Tic warrant fliee letax nim home, 
And as you fayd , and wifely was it favd, 

Tis mecte that fome more audience then a mother, 
Since nature makes them parciall, diould ore-heare 
The fpeech of vantage *, farre you well my Lcige, 

He call vpon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what 1 knowe. Exit. 

King. Thankes deere my Lord. 

Omy offence is ranck, it finels to heauen. 

It hath the primall elded curfe vppont, 

A brothers murther, pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as Ibarp as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my drone entent. 

And like a man to double bufsines bound, 

I Hand in paufe where I fhall fird beginne. 

And both negleff , what if this curfea hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enougli in rhefweete Heauens 
To walh it white as fnowe, whereto ferues mercy 
But to confront the vifage of offenc e i 
And what’s in prayer but this two fold force, 

• Tobeforedallederewecometofall, 

, Or pardon being downe,then Tic looke vp. 

My fault is pad, but oh what forme of prayer 
On feme my turne, forgiue me my foule murther. 

That cannot be fince I am dill pofleft 

Of thofe effefts for which I did the murther 5 

My Crownc, mine o wne ambition, and rov Oueene * 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Mayonebepardond and retaineth offence? 

Jn the corrupted currents ofthis world. 

Offences giulded hand may fhowe by iuflice. 

And oft tis feene the wick ed prize it felfe 
Buyes out the lawe , but tis not fo aboue, 

There is no ftmfling, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and we our felues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults 
To giue in euidence, what then, whatrefls, 

Try what repentance can, what can it nor. 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched date, 6 bofome blacke as death, 

0 limed foule, that ftruggling to be free, 

Art more ingaged 5 helpe Angels make allay, 

Bowe ftubborne knees, and hart with firings of fteale. 

Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe, 

All may be well. 

' 1 ‘ ' - • * • 

Enter Wmlct. 

Hun. Now might I doe it, but no w a is a praying, 

And nowI!edoo’t,and fo a goes to heauen, 

And fo am I reuendge, that would befcand 
A villaine kills my father, and for that, 

1 hss foie fonne, doe this fame villaine fend 
To heauen. 

Why, this isbafe and filly, not reuendge, 

A tooke my father grofiy full of bread, 

Withall his crimes braod blowne, as flufii as May, 

And how his audit ftands who knowes faue heauen, 

Butin our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tisheauy with him :and am I thenreuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

Wheu he is fit and feafona for his pafiage ? ’ 

No. 

Vp fword, and knowe thou a more-horrid heut,. 

When he is drunke, a fleepe, or in his rage, 

Qr in th’inceftious pleafureof his bed, 

At game a (wearing, or about fome aft 
That has no relilh of faluation in't*. 
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Then trip him that his heels may kick at heauen. 

And that his foule may be as dampd and black 

A shell whereto it goes 5 my mother ftaies, 

Thispbifick but prolongs thy fickly daies. » 

T S. Mv words fly v P , my thoughts remame belowe 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen goe. 



Exit. 



Enter Gcrtrard andfolonius. 

5>j /. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranckshauebeene too braod to beare with, 

And thatyour grace hath fcrcend and flood betweene 
Much heate and him, He filence me euen heere, 

Pray you be round. 



Enter Hamlet. 

Gir. lie wait you, feare me nor, 

With-drawe, I heare him comming. 

Hm. Now mother, what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
jjam. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwere with . an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queftionwitha wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by the rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lie fetthofe to you that can ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fityoudownc,youfhallnotboud 
You goe not till I fee you vp a glade 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

* Ger. What wilt thou doe, thou wilt not murther me, 
.Helpe how. 

fo!. What how helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Duckat, dead. 
foL Olamflaine. 

Ger. O me, what haft thou done? 

Haw. Nay I knowe not, is it the King? 




The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deede is this. 

Hum. A bloody dccdc, almoft as bad, good mother 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Hum. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foolefarvvell, 

1 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou find’ll to be too bufie is fome danger, 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penitrable ftuffe, 

Jfdamned cuflome haue notbrafditlb, 

That it be proofe and bulwark againft fence. 

Ger. Whathaue I done, that thou dar’ft waggethy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Hum. Such an aft 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefly. 

Cals vertuehippocrit.rakes oftheRofe 
From the faire torhead of an innocent loue, 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
Asfalfe as dicers oathes.o fuch a deede. 

As from the body of contraftion plucks 
The very foule, and fweet religion makes 
A rapfedy of words ; heauens facedooes glowe 
Ore this folidity and compouod mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought fick at the aft 
Quee. Ay me, what aft? 

Hum. That roares fo low’d , and thunders in the Index, 
Cooke heere vpon this Pifture, and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers. 

See what a grace was feated on this browc, 

Htpcriom curies, the front of tore himfelfe, 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A flation like the herald Mercury, 



New lighted on a heaue, a kifsinghill, 

A combination, and a forme indeede, 
Wliereeuery God didfeemeto fethis feale 
Tq giuethc yvQtld aflurancc of a man, 











Prince ofDcnm&rhe. 

This was your husband, looke you now what followes, 
2, ere is your husband like a mildewed care, 

Kaftin^his wholfome brother,baue you eye*, 

Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede. 

And batten on this Moore ; ha, haue you cy« ? 

you cannot call it loue, for at your age 

The heyday in the blood is tame, its bumble* 

And waits vppon the Judgement, and what mdgement 
Would ftep from this to this.fcnce fure youe haue 
FIs could you not haue motion, but fure that fence 
Is appoplext, for madnefle would not erre 
Nor fence to extacie was nere fo thral d 

Butitreferu’d feme quantity of choile 

To ferue in fuch a difference, what deuill waft 
That thus hath cofund you at hodmanblind } 

Eyes without feeling , feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmellmg fance all, 

Orbutaficklypartofonetruefence 

Could not fo mope : 6 fhame where is thy blufh . 
Rebellious hell, . 

If thou canft mutine in a M atrons bones. 

To flaming youth let vertue be as wax 
And meltin herqwnefire,proclainie no fhame 
When the compulfiue ardure giues the charge, 
Sincefroft it felfe as aftiuely dothburne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

Ger. O Humlet fpeake no more. 

Thou turnft my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and greeued fpots 
As will leaue there their tin’ft. 

Hum. Naybuttoliue 

In the ranck fweat of an infeemed bed 

n Stewed in corruption, hony ing, and making lou& 
Ouer the nafty (tie. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in myearcs, 

‘ N o more fwcete Hamlet. 

Hum. A murtherer and a villaine, 

A flauc that is not twentith part tbekyth 

I v 13 ’> 
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TbeTragedie of Hamlet 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A cut-puri’e of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a flielfe the precious Diadem ftolc 
And put it in his pocket. 

Ger. No more. 

Enter Ghost. s 

Hdm. A King of flireds and patches, 

Sauemeand houeroremewithyourwings 

You heauenly gards : what would your gracious figure? 

Ger. Alashee’smad. 

Hdm. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide. 
That lap’ft in time and.pafsion lets goe by 
Th’important ading of your dread command ,6 fay. 

GhoH. Doe not forget, this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweene her, and her figh tingfoule. 

Conceit in weakefi bodies ftrongeft W’orkes, 

Speak e to her Hdmlet. 

Hdm. How is it with you Lady? 

Gcr. Alas howi’ft with you ? 

That you doe bend your e) e on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall ayre doe hold difeourfe, 
Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep. 

And as the fleeping fouldiers in th’alarme. 

Your bedded haire like life in excrements 
Start vp and ftand an end, 6 gentlefonne 
Vpon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprincklecoole patience, whereon doe you looke. ? 

Hdm. On him, on him, lookeyou how pale he glares. 
His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to flones 
Would make them capable, doe not looke vpon me, 
Leaft with this pittious adion you conuert 
My flearne eflfeffs, then what I haue to doe 
Will want true cullour, teares perchancefor blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this? 

Hdm. Doe you fee nothing there? 

Ger. Nothing at all,yet all that is I fee. 

Hdm. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Gcr. No nothing but our felues. 







Prince of Denmark. 

Jhm. why looke you there, looke how it ftcales array, 

Looke where he goes^eu^n^now out at theportall. Exit Ghost. 

Ger This is the very covnage of your braine, 

Thisbodilefle creation exracie is very cunning in. . 

Hdm. My pulfe as yours doth teiiiperatly keepe time, 

And makes as healthful 1 muficke, it is not madnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the reft, 

And the matter will reword, which madnelle 
Would oambolefrom, mother for loue of grace. 

Lay not that flattering vndion to your foule 
That not your trefpaue but my mad n efl e lp eak es. 

It will but skin and fiime the vlcerous place 
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within 
Infefb vnfeene, confefl'e your felfe to heauen. 

Repent what’s paft,auoyd whatis tocome, 

And doe not fpread the coinpoft on the weedes 
To make them rancker, forgiue me this my vertue. 

For in thefatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooefor leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hdmlet thou haft deft my hart in twaine. 

Hdm. O throwe away the worfer part of it. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Good night,but goe not to my V ndes bed, 

Afiune a vertue if you haue it nor, ... r 

That monfter cuflome, who all fence doth eate 
Of habits deuill, is angell yet in this 
That to the vfe of adions faire and good,. 

Helikewife giues afrock orLiuery 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And thatfhall lend a kind of eafines 
„ To die next abftinence, the next more eafie: 

For vfe almoft can change the ftirnip of nature. 

And either the deuill, or throwe him out 

With vvonderous potency : once more good nighty 

And when you are defirous to be bleft. 

He blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord 
"I doe repent j but heauen hath pleafd it fo 

V . ' \ • 
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To puiiifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and roinifter, 

I will beflowc him and will anfwere well 
The death I gaue him } £b againe good night 
I mud be cruell only to be kinde. 

This bad bcginncs, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

Ger. Whatfhallldoe:’ 

Hon. Not this by no meanes thatlbid you doe. 

Let the blowt King temp’t you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechie kifles. 

Or padling in your necke with his damn'd fingers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnefie. 

But mad in craft, t’were good you let him k notve, 

For who that’s but a Qucene, faire, fober, wife. 

Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib. 

Such deare concerning-s hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in difpightof fence and fccrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket on thchoufes top. 

Let the birds'fly, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Gtr. Be thou allur'd, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft fayd to me. 

Htm. I muft to England, you knowe that. 

Ger. Alack 1 had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Ther s letters feald, and my two Schoolefcllowes 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way 
Andmarfhallmetoknauery rletitworkc, 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne pet ar, an’t fliall goe hard 
But I will dclue one yard belowe their mines. 

And blovve them at the Moonc : 6 tis moll fweete 
When in one line two crafts direftly mecte. 



Prince of Denmar\e> 

This man lhallfct roe packing, 

Delude thegutsinto the neighbour roomes 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now mod flill, moft fecrct, and moft graue, 

Who was in life a moft foolilh prating knaue. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit, 

gcnter King, and Qxecne, with %ofencraus 
and Cjayldcntterne: 

King. There’s matter in thefc lighes, thele profound hcaucs, 

You muft tranflate, tis fit We vndcrftand them, 

Where is your fonnc? 

ger. Beflow this place on vs a little while. . 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I fecne fo night ? 

King. What Gertrard, how dooes Hamletl,, 

Ger. Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in hislawleflefif. 

Behind the Arras hearing fomc thing ftirre, 

Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And inthisbrainifli apprehenfion kills 
The vnfecne good old man. 

King. O hcauy deedc l 
It had becne fo with vs had wee been there, 

His libertie is fill) of threates to all. 

To you your fclfe, to vs„to euery one, 

Alas, how fliall this bloody deede be anfwer’d? 

It will be layd to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, reftraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young man ; hut fo much was our loue, 

We would not' vn derftan d what was moft fir, 

But like the owner of a foulc difcafc 
Tokeepeit from divulging, let it fcedd 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Ger, To draw apart the body lie hath kild, 
r> Ore whom, his very madnes like fomc ore 
A mong a mincrall of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a wcepes for wbat is 
King. O Gertrard, come away, 

K. The 






•JO‘ 
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The Tr age die of Hamlet 

The funne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch, 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed* 

We muft with all our Maieftie and skill Enter 'Ref. & 

Both countenauncc and excufe. Ho gujldentterne. 

Friends both, goe ioync you with feme further ayd®, 

Hamlet in madnes hath Tolomus flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg’d him,- 
Goe feeke him out, fpeakc fay re, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell *> I pray you haft in this. 

Come Gertrard, wee’le call vp our wifeft friends, 

A nd let them know both what we meane to do® ' 

And whats vntimely doone, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter, 

As leuell as the Cannon tohisblanck, 

Tranf'ports his poyfned fhot, may inifle our Name, 

And hit the woundlefleayre, 6 come away, 

Aly foule is full of difcord and difmay. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencraus , and others'. 

Hum. Safely flow d, but foft,what noyfe, who calls on Hamlet l 
O heere they come. 

l\of. What lvaue you doone my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compound it with daft whereto tis kin. 

Rof Tell vs where tis that we may take it thence. 

And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not btleeueit, 

Rof Beleeue what. , 

Ham. That I can keepe your counfaile & not mine ovvne,behdei 
to he demaunded ofa fpunge, wbat reply cation ihould be made by 
the fonne of a King. 

Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? ■ j v 

Ham. I fir, that fokes vp the Kings countenaunce,his rewards, ms 
authorities, but fuch Officers doe the King bell feruice in rhecnd.he 
keepesthem like an apple in the corner of his Jaw, fir# mouth d 'obc 
laft fwallowcd, when hee needs what you haucglcand, it isbutiqucc- 
fingyou, and fpungey.oufhalIbe.dry again®. 

Rof I vnderftand you not my Lord; _ 

Ham. I am glad of it, a knauifh fpeech fleepesin i fooliln (ate. 
Rof My Lord, j‘ou muft tell vs where the body is, andgoewm 
4o (be King, - . ’ “ VM ui : 



« * 




Prince of Denmark. , 

The body is with the King, but the King is not With the 

Enter King, and two or three. 
r,nf I haue fent to feeke him, and to find the body, 

How dangerous is it that this man goes oo e, 

Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diftrafled multitude, 

VVho like not in their 'lodgement, but theyr eyes, 

And where tis fo. t h’offenders fcourge “vvayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all fmooth and cucn, 

Thisfuddaine fend.ng him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperat grown®. 

By defperat applyancc ate relicu d 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofenerant and all the relt. 

Kino. How now, what hath bcfalne ? 

Rof Where the dead body is beftowd my Lord 
VVc cannot get from him. 

Kino. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. How, bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet, where’s Rolonml 
Ham. Atfupper. 

hIL Nonwherc he cates , but where a is eaten, a certain® conua- 
cation ofpolitique wormesare een at bim: your worms u your one y 
Erapcrourfcrdyet.vv^fat all creatures els to fatvs, and wee a o 

• fclues for maggots, your fatKing and your leant beggeris biltvau • 

blc feruice, two dillics but to one table* that s the end* 

Ham. Ammmayfifti with the worme that hath eat® of aKmg, & 

eat® of the fifh that hath fedde of that wormc. ,j •; 

Km. Km. What dooft thotimeaneby this? , f; -. 

Ham. Nothing but to ihew you bow a King may S oca P^^ 

K 2 ■ 



• I 
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The T ragedie of Hamlet 

through the guts ofabcgger. 

King. Where is Volomus ? 

Ham. In heauen, fend thether to fee, ifyour roeflenger fin de him 
not thrre, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you find 
him not within this month, you fhall nofe him asyougoe vp th« 
ftayres into the Lobby* 

King. Goe feeke him there 

Ham. A will flay till you come. 

King . Hamlet this deede for thine efpeciall ftftty 
Which we do tender, as we deerely grieue 
For that which thou haft done, tnuft fend thee hence. 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, ‘ 1 wv 1. 

The Barck is ready, and the windat helpe, 

Th’aflbciats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England. 

_ o 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. Soisit ifthouknew’ftourpurpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees the,but come for England, 
Farewell dccre Mother, 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet; 

Ham. My mother. Father and Mother is man and wife.. 

Man and wife is one flefti, fo my mother : 

Come for £ ngland. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foote. 

Tempt him with fpeedc abord, 

Delay if not, lie haue him hence tonight. ‘ 

Away, for euery thing is feald and done 
That els leanes on th’affayre, pray you make half. 

And England , if my loue thou hold’ft at ought,. 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fence, 1 
Since ytt thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red; 1 J / 

After the Danifh fword; and thyfrccaw'e* - L ’ j 1 ' 

Paves homage to vs, thou may ft not coldly fee 
Our foueraigneprocefTe, which imports at full 
By Letters congruing to that effeft 
.The prefent death of Hamlet, dbc it England V 
For like thfcHccfnJutjin toy blood He rages* '' cl 
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Prince of Denmr\e. 

How etc ■ 

•z JgSSSttSSfiSiw 

"“sfesb. 

T?that his Maieftic would ought with vs, 

We fliall expreftc our dune in his eye. 

And let him know fo. 

Cap, I will doo’t my Lord. 

for, Goe foftly on. . • 

Enter Hamlet, 'Rofencraus.&c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers arc thcle ? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How purpofd fir 1 pray you . 

Cap. Againft fome paxtot Poland. 

T-ians Who commaunds them lu . 

L. The Nephew eo old 

IL. Goes i. againft >he mine of Patodfir, 

Or for fome frontire i 

Cap. Truly to fpeake, and with no addition, 

We coeto gaine a little patch of ground 
Thafhath in it no profit but the name 
To payfiue duckets, fiue I would not farmc it , 

Nor will ityeeld to Norway or the Foie 
A rancker rate, ftiould it be fold in fee. ... 

Ham. Why then the Pollacks neuer will defend it. 

Cap. Yes, it is already garifond. r n AJ.,rLts 

Ham. Two thoufand foules, & twenty thoufand duckets 
VViU not debate the queftion of this ftraw, 

"This is th’Impoftumeof much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes, and fhowesno caufc without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 

„ Cap. God buy you fir. 

Bpf. Wil’t pleafe you goe my Lord > 

Ham. lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 

How all occafions doeinformc againft me, 

Ks 



asivatH 



. . ’ V 



■ill- 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

And fpur my dull reuenge, What is a man 
If his chicfc good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepc and feede, a bead, no more : 

Sure he that made vs with fuch large difeourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capabilitie and god-likcrcafon 
Tofu ft in vs vnvfd, now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion, or fome crauen fcruple 
Of thinking too precifcly on th’eucnt, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifedom, 
And euer three parts coward, I doc not know 
Why yet I liue to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufe, and will, and (Length, and mcancs 
To doo’t 5 examples groflc as earth exhort me, 
Witncsthis Army of fuch made and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe fpirit with diuine ambition puft. 

Makes mouthes at the invifible euent, 5 : , 

Expofing what is roortall, and vnfiire, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhell. Rightly to be great. 

Is not to ftirre without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrell ii>a flraw 
When honour’s at the flake, how Hand I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother flaind, 

Excytemenfs of my reafpn, and my blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhanic I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafic and trie ke of fame 
Goe to their graues like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot tiy the caufe. 

Which is not tombe enough and continent 
To hide rheflaine, 6 from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth, Ext), 







Enter Her.it ie, Gertmri, And a CJehttcman. 
1 will not fpeakc with her, 

Gent. Shee is iiyiportunat, 
ladecdc uiiliaft, her moqdc will needes be pittied* 
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Prince of Denmar^e.' ' 

of to faihcrAyei Ihtham 
Ge : i ks ^’ t h world, and hems, and beates her hart, 
Srnescnuioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things ui doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, jier fpeech is nothing, 

Yetibevnlhaped vfe ofit doth mouc 

HfSaafiss- 

Dangerous conieflurcs in ill breeding mindes. 

Let her come in. 

Enter Opbeluu 

Ouee-. * To mv fickc foule, as fmnes true nature is* 

‘Each toyfeemes prologue to fome great amille, 

‘ So full of artleffe iealoufie is guilt, 

* ^©p^Where is the bcMtious Maicftie of Dcntuarke 

frHowlTuTd?)^ true loue knowfrom another one, 

By his cockle hat and ftaffe, and his Sendall fhoone. 

£hee. Alas fweet Lady, what imports this long . 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you markc, 

Heis dead & gone Lady.he is dead and gone, 1 “ 

At his head a grafgteene rorph, at his hcelcs a ftone. 

Oho. 

§rPuyyouma!ke. White his ftirowdasthcraountainefnow. 

'Enter Ktng* 

J^nec. Alas lookcHecrc ray Lord. 

Oph. Larded all with fweet flowers, 

Whichbeweept to the ground did net go 
With true louc fhowers. 

~ fit Owle wai a Bakers <hugh 

ter, Lord we know what vve are, but know not what wc may e. 






The Tragedie of Hamlet 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Oph. Pray lets haue no words of this, but when they aske you 
what it rncanes, fay you this. 

T o morrow is S. V alentincs day. Song. 

All in the morning betime, 

And 1 a mavde at your window 
Tobeyour Valentine- 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore, 
Let in the maidc,that out a maidc,neuer departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Oph . 1 ndeede without an oath He make an end onY, 

By gis and by Saint Charific, 
alack and fie for fhame, 

Young men will dooY if they come fooY, 
by Cock they arc too blame. * 

Quoth (he, Before you tumbled me, you promifd me to wed, 

(He anfwers ) So would I a done by yonder funne 
And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath /he bcenc thus? 

Oph. I hope all will be well,wc mulf be patient, but I cannotchufe 
but weepc to tfeinke they would lay him Vth cold ground, my brpthcr 
fhall know ofit, and fo 1 thanke you? for your good counfaile. Come 
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night. 

Sweet Ladyes god night, god night. 

King. Follow her clofc, giuc her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poyfon of deepc griefe, it fprings all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, 6 Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not fingle fpyes, 

But in batfalians : firft her Father fbine, " 

Next, your fonne gone, and hemofl violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue, the people muddied 
Thick and vnvvholfome in thoughts, and whifpers 
For good 'Toloniw death : and we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him : poore Ophelia 



Deuided from hcrfelfe, and her faire iudgemcnf, 

V Vithout the which we arc piffores, or mcerc be*fl$, 
Lafh and a« much contayning as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fccret come from Fraunce* 

Feeds on this wondcr,keepeshimfclfe in clowdcs. 
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Prince of Denmark 

Wllln0t Tear e • 6 my 5earc Gertrard, this 

Giuesroefuperfluous death. 

m Attend. sSSTettltem gmi the doore. 

And as the world were now but to begtnn , 

Antiquity forgot, cuflomc not known* 

The ratifiers and props of cuer^word. 

The cry choofc we, Laertes Hiall be K«ng, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applau d it to the clou , 

OdTu is counter yqu falfcDanifli dodges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

Jill. No lets come. m. 

Liter. I pray you giuc me lcaue. 

Ml. VVc will, we will. A T<r - 

Laer. I thanke you, kcepc the doore, o thou vile Kin a , 

Giue me my father. 

£? ?StrofbfoS;.scalm« P rocU m « ro .Bafl»d, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen heerc betweene the chaft vofmirchcd brovvc 
Of my true mother. 

Kino. What is the caufc Laertes 



The Tr Age die of Hamlet 

Let him goe Gcrtrard % doe not fcare our perfon. 

There’s iuch diuinit e doth hedge a King, 

That freafon can but pqcpe fo what it would, 

A^s little of his will, cell m t Laertes 

Why thou art thus inccnft, let him goc ^ertrard. 

Speake roan. 

Laer. VV here is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

£Luee. But not by him. 

King. Let him demaund his fill. 

Liter. How came he dead, Tie not bciugled with, 

To hell allegiance, vo wes to the blackeft dcuill, 
Confciencc and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this poynt 1 Hand, 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence, 

Let come what comes, onely 1’lc be reueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King • Who fhall flay you? 

Lacr. My will, nor all the worlds 2 
And for my meanes lie husband them fo welfj 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes , if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deere Father, i’ll writ in vour leucnge, 

That foopflake, you will draw bothfticml and foe 
Winner and loofer. 

Laer . None but his enemies, r 

King . Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1’le opc my armes, 
And like the kind life- rendring Pelican, 

Repaft them with my blood. 

King. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good child, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am guiltlefTe of your fathers death. 

And am moft fencibly in griefc for it, 

It (hall as leuell to your judgement pearc 
As day dooes to your eye. noyfi within 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now* what noyfc is thaM 



Prince of Denmark- 

n heatc, dry vp my braincs, (cares fcauen times fait 
0 „ , he fence and vertue of mine eye, 

nTeauen thy madnes fhall be payd with weight 
' Tc our fcale turne the beame.O Rofe of May, 

Kayd,kindC(ter>eet^, 

0 heauens, iO poffiblc a young maids vvns 

""hi,; mortall as a poore mans life. . 

^ Oph They bore him bare-faflc on the Deere, Sc»g- 

And in his graue rain’d many a teare, 

It could not mooue thus. 

Ooh. Youmuftfingadowncadowne, 
aXou call him a do wn. a. O how the wheelc become .1, 
f is ill falfc Steward that Hole his Mainers daughter. 

I my. This nothing’s more then matter. , ■ 

Oph There’s Rofemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re- 
member, and there is Pancies, (hats for thoughts. 

Ucy A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted. 

Oph/. There’s Fennill for you, and Colernbines, therms Jvewe foi 
you & hecre’s fome for me, we may call it herbe of Cnee a Sonda , 
youtnay weave your Rcwe with a difference, there s a Dafic, I wou d 
giue you feme Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed, 
they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. _ 

Laer. Thought and affiiftions, paffion, hell it Icltc 
She turncs to fauour and to prettincs. 

Oph . And wila not come againe, Song. 

And wil a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy deathbed, ) ^ 

He neuer will come againe* 

His beard was as white as fnoWj 
''Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and wc call away mone, 

God a mercy on his foule, and of all ChriOians fouler 
God buy you. 

Laer. Doc you this 6 God. 

King Laertes, I muft commune with your gnefe, 

Or you deny me light, goc but apart. 



L* 



Make 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Make choice of whom your wifcll friends you will. 

And they (hall hearcand iudgcfwixtyouand me. 

If by direft, or by colaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will our kingdome giue, 

Our crown e, our life, and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfaft ion 5 but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we (hall ioyntly labour with your foulc 
To giue it due content. 

Laer, Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall, v 

No trophe fword, nor hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor forroall oftentation. 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I mufl call’t in queftion. 

King. So you (hall, 

And where th’offence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goc with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Horei. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Gent. , Sea-faring men fir, they fay they haue Letters forvou. 

Hor. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part ofthewoild 
I fhould be greeted. If not from Lord t’amlet. Enter Saylers. 
Say. Godblefleyou fir. 

Hora. Let him blefie thee to. 

Say. A fhall fir and pleafe him, there's a Letter for you fir , it came 
fro th'Embaflador that was bound for England, if your name be Ho- 
ratio, as I am let to know it is, 

Hor. Horatio, when thou (halt haue ouer-lookt this, giue tlicfe fd- 
lowesfomc meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him: Ere wee 
were two daies old at Sea, a Pyrat of very warlike appointment gauc 
vs chafe, finding our fe!ues too flow of faile , wee put on a cotrpdlea 
valour, and in the grapple I boorded them, onthe inflantthey got 
cleere ofour /hyp, fo I alone became thevr prifoner , they haue dea t 
with me like thieues of mercie, but they knew what they did, I am to , 
doc a turne for them, let the King haue the Letters I haue fent « an 
repayre thou to me with as much fpeede as thou wouldeft (lie deal » 

I haue wordes to fpeake in thine earc will make thee dumbe, yet are 
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Prince of Denmrfa 

, .. for the bold of the matter , thefe good fellowes 

tticy much too h.-, Mencrauswl Guytienfierne ho A theyr 

will bring cC , VV I haue much to tell thee, farewell, 

courfe for England, o. th ” ^ ^ fy ows 1 thine Hamlet , 

m Comelwillyouwayforthereyourletters, 

— 

Enter King and Laertnt , 

King- No w mufl vour conference my acquittance fea e, 

, * .,a nut me in your hart fov friend, 

J n . J iLiJ w>h a knowing earc, 

Thailic whlcbbath youv noble lalhcr flainc 

Purfued my life* « 

Lacr. It well appeares : but tell mee 
Whv you proceedc not againlt thele fcates 
So criminal! and fo capitall in nature 
As by your fafetie, greames, wifdomc, all thin a s 

You mainely were liirr'd vp. 

\Vhidi mavto Tu perhaps feeme much vnfinnow’d, 

B^yet ^mee'tha’r 3 flrong, the Qucene his mother 
Liues almoft hy his lookes, and for my cite, 

My venue or my plague, be it ey ther winch, 

Sheisfo condiue to my life and foule, 

That as the flarre mooues not but in his fpnere 
I could not but by her, the other motiue, 

Why to a publique count I might not goe. 

Is the great loue the generall gender bcare him. 

Who dipping all his faults in theyr aftetfion, 

Worke like the fpring that turneth wood to itone,. 

" Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too (lightly tymberd for fo loued Arm d. 

Would haue reuerted to niy bowc againe. 

But not where 1 haue ay m’d them. 

L.ier. And fohaue I a noble father lolt, 

A filter driuen into defprat termes, 

Whofe worth, if prayfes may goe backe againe 



Stood 



7 'be Trace Sc of Hamlet 
Stood challenger on mount, of all the age 
For her perfections, but my rcuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleepes for that, you mull not thinke 
That we are made of fluffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beard be fhookc with danger. 

And thinke it paftimc.you fhortjy fhall hcare more, 

I loued your father, and wylouc our felfe, 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Mcffengerwitb letters. 

Me\ fen. Thtfe to your Maicftic, this to the Quecnei 
King. From Hamlet, who brought them ? 

CMeJf. Saylers my Lord they fay, 1 faw them not. 

They were giuen nte by ClatidiOy be lccciued them 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you dial! heare them : leaue vs. 

High and mighty, you fiiall know I am fet naked on your kingdom, 
to morrow fhall I begge leaue co fee your kingly eyes, when ] fhal fifft 
asking you pardon, thcrc-vnto recount the occafion of my fuddaine 

rcrurne. V/ 

Kino. What fhould this tneane, are all the reft come oacke, 

Oris it fomc abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

LAer . Know you the hand i 
King. Tis Hamlets carafler. Naked, 

And in a poflfcript heerc'he fay cs alone, 

On you deuife me ? 

Laer. I am lofl in it my Lord.butlet him come, 

It warmes the very ficknes in my hart 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth 
Thus didft thou. 

Ktno. If it be fo Laertes^ 

As how fhould it befo, how otherwhe, ^ 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I inv Lord, fo you will not ore rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine owne peace, if he be now returned 
As the King at his voyage, and that he mear.es 
No more to vndertake it, I will vvorkc him 
To an exploy t, now ripe in my deuife, 

V ndcr the which he fliall not choofc hut fall : * 



Prince of Denmark?' 

, . i •„ rleath no wind of blame fliall breathe, 

(Ml vnclu, 5' tbt P Haife ' 
i win u r " r<, > 

The rather if you could deuife it fo 
T l )a t I might be the organ. 

Youhaue beenefalkt of fince your trauaile much, 
a 1 that in Hamlets heating, for a qualme 

vwitrcin iiity 6y y°» P“ ,s 

As did thafone, and that in my regard 

Ofthevnworthiell fiedge. 

laer . What part is that my Lord ? 

Kina. A very ribaud in the cap of yontli. 

Yet needfull to, for youth no lefle becomes 
Theli®ht and carcleflelitiery that it weares 
Then felled age, his fables, and his weedcs 
Importing health and grauenes 5 two months hnce 
Hcere was a gentleman of Normandy. 

£ t r«ncayf,lf^,ndftm-p g; .nn.hcn«n.h. 

And they can well on horfebacke, but this gallant 
Had witch-craft in t, he grew vnto hisfeatc. 

And to fuch wondrous doom* brought his boric, 
As had he beetle incorp’ft, and demy natur a 
With the braue beaft , fo farre he topt me though 
That I in forge ric of fhapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman waft ? 

Ktng. A Norman. 

Laer. Vppon my life Zamord. 

King. The very fame. . , , 

laer. I know him well, he is the brooch indeed 

And lem of all the Nation. 

King. He made confefsion ofyou, 
r And gaue you fuch a mafterly report 
For att and exercifc in your defence. 

And fervour Rapier mod efpcciall, 
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If one could match you ; the Scrimurcs of their nation 
He fworc had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 

If youoppofd them; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo enuenom with his enuy. 

That he could nothing doe but wifli and beg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord? 

Kt»g. Laertes was your father dcare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrowe, 

A face without a hart ? 

Laer . Why aske you this ? 

King. Not that I thinkc you did not loue your father. 
But that I knowe,louc isbegunne by time. 

And that I fee in paflagesot proofc. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire ot it. 

There hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnufe that will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnesdlill j 
For coodnes growing to a plurifie, 

Dics'm his ownc too much, that we would doe 
We fhould doe when we would : for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delay** asmany, 

As there are tongues, arc hands, areaccedents. 

And then this fhould is like a fpend thirfts figh, 

That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’vker, 

Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake 
To Qiowe your felfe indeede your fathers fonne 
More tjjen in words ? 

Laer. To cut his thraot i’th Church. 

King. No place indeede fhould murthetfanauarife, 
Rcucndge fhould hauc no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doc this, keepeclofe within your chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, flaall knowe you are come home, 
Weele put on thofe fhall praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifli on the fame 

The french man gaue you, bi ingyou in fine together 

And wafer ore your heads 5 he being rcmifle, 

Mott generous, and free fromall contriuing. 






Prince of Denmark ?• 

n not petofe the foylcs, fo that with cafe, 

Or With a P lutlc (huffing, you maychoofe 
? fword vnbated, and in a pace of pradifc 

Requite hm. for your father. 

Jaer I will doo t, . 

Jfite purpofe, He annoy nt my fword. 

Stan vnffion of a Moonubanck 
1 b0U o . but dippeakmfemit, 

Wte 0 tt-awB UooS, no Cataplafme fo ra«. 

If this did blaft in proofc 5 foft let me tee, 

Wce’le make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

1 hate, when in your motion you arc hote and dry , 

Asmakeyour bouts more violent to ‘na* e “ d » 

And that he calls for drinke. He haue prefard him 
A Challice for the nonce, whereon butlippmg, 

If he by chaunce cfcape your venom d Uucic, 

Our purpofe may hold there; but flay, what noyfe . 

Enter Queene. 

Qiice. One woe doth tread vpon another s ee e, 

So faft they follow ; your Sifters drownd Laertes. 

Laer. Drown’d, 6 where ? _ . 

* Vue. There is a Willow growes afeaunt the Brooke 
Thadhowes his horry lcaues in the glafly flreamc. 

Therewith fantaftique garlands did fhc make 

OfCrowflowers, Nettles, Daifcs, and longPurp es 

That liberall Shcphcards giuc a grofTer name, ‘ 

But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them. 

There on the pendant boughes her cronetwcedcs riambrin? 
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Clambring to hang, an enuious fliuer broke, 

When downc her weedy trophies and her felfe 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her clothes fpi cd wide* 

And Marroaide like awhile they bore her vp, 

Which time fhc chaumcd {hatches of old laudes, 

As one incapable of her owns diflreffc. 

Or like a creature natiue and indewed 
Vnto that elamenr, but long if could not be 
Till that her garments heauy wirh theyr drinke, 

Pu!d the poore wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 
lacr . Alas, then Hie is drownd, 

Qttee. Drownd, drownd. 

Laer • T oo much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my tearcs ) but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefe are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

3 hauca fpeech a fire that faine would blafe, 

But that this folly drowncs it* Exit, 

King, Let’s follow Gertrard, 

How much I had ro doe to calme his rage. 

Now fcare I this will giuc it flart againe, 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt* 

Enter two Clowned 

Clowne. Is free to be buried in Chriftian burial!, when die wilfully 



feekes her ovvne falu 2 tion ? 

Other. I tell thee flic is.therfore make her grauc ftraight, the crow* 
ncr hath fate on her, and finds it Chriflian buriall. 

Clowne. How can that be, vnleflc flie drownd hcrfelfcin herowuc 

defence. t 

Other, Whvtis found fo. 

Clowne. It mufl be fo offended, it cannot be els , for heere lyes die 
poynt, if I dro wne my felfe wittingly, it argues an aft , & an aft hat i 
three branches, it is to aft, to doe, t&faerforme.or all 5 flie drownd n« 
felfe wittingly. 

Other. Nay, but heareyou good man deluer. , . 

Clowne. Giue mee leaue,herc lyes the water, good , here Hands t 
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man, good, if ‘he tnan » oc ^ b ut if the water come to biro, & 

c£;.Tw''y “ S"'' lc '"°' 

Other. Willyou h ut ac hxiflian buriall. 

pan, fliefliouldhaue been bur e m ore pitty that great folke 

Clowne. Why there Co drownc or hang thefclues, 

fhouldhauc countnaunce £ ome my (pade , there is noauncr* 

vp Adams profefsion. 

V n*u fl r Was he a gentleman? 

pofc.confeffe thy felfe. 

°£: wL'.thctabutonrongc. .hen «,*« Mafon, Ac 

Shypwright.or the Carpenter. nut .li U es a thoufand tenants. 

Other ° The gallowes maker, f 9 r that out hoc. » ^ ^ ^ 
clowne. I like thy wit well m S°^ > (h = do ,n , nowe thou 

but howe dooes it wcU ? I* d ?°. e *T n< , er tben tbc Church, argali, 

doofl ill to fay the gallowes is bu.lt K‘ conic . 

Mafon, a Shipwright, 

^Clowne. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Other. Marry now I can tell, 

Clowne. Too’t. 

Other. Malle I cannot tell. vcmr dull affe wil 

Clow. Cudgellthybrainesnoroorcab . ^ que(llGn 

not mend his pace with beating, an w > ^ £>oomefday. 

next.fav a graue-maker, the houfes hce wto alts 
Goe get thee in, and fetch mee a foope of liquc ■ 

In youth when I did loue did c * ° 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To eontraa 6 the time for a roy bchoue, 

O roc thought ihcrfc a was nothing ' 



Enttr 
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Snter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellowc no feeling ofhisbufines? a fin»s in <>rau<* 
making. 

Hora. Cufiome hath madeit in him apropertie ofeafines. 

Ham. Tis een fo,the hand of little implement hath the dintier fence 
Clow. But age with his ftealingfteppes Song. 

hath clawed me in his dutch, 

And hath fl lipped me into the land, 
as if I had neuer been fuch. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing otice , how the 
knaue iowlcs it to the ground,as if twerc Caines iawbone, that did the 
firfl murder, this might be the pate of a polIitician,which this afTe now 
ore-reaches ; one that would circumuent God, inightit not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow fweet lord, 
how dooft thou fweet lord ? This might be my Lord fuch a one, that 
praifed my lord fuch a ones horfe when a went to beg it, might it not 2 
Her. I my Lord. 

Ham. Why een fo, & now my Lady wormes Choples, & knockt 
about the maflene with a Sextens fpadc’j heere’s fine reuolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefc bones coft no more the breeding, 
but to play at loggits with them : mine ake to thinke on’t. 

Clew. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, Song, 

for and a Ihrowding fheet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueff is meet. 

Ham.- There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a Lawyer, 
where be his quiddities now, his quilhtes, his cafes, his tenurs, and his 
tricks ? why dooes he fuffer this madde knaue now to knocke him a* 
bout the fconce with a durtie fhouell, and will not tell him of his afli- 
on of battery, hum, this fellowe might be in’s time a great buyer of 
Land, with his Statuts, his rccognifances, his fines , his double vou- 
chers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine durt , will vou- 
chers vouch him no more of his purchafts & doubles then the length 
andbreadth ofapayre of Indentures? The very conuevances of his 
Lands will fcarccly lye in this box, & muft ih’inheritor himfelfe haue 
no more, ha, 

Hora, Not a iot more my Lord. 

Bam. Is not Parchment made offheepe-skinnes? 
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Prince of Denmark?' 

1:; You he outVm^ 5 formyparti 

Thou S 5e to be in’t & fay it is thine, tis for the dead, 

Em. What man dooft thou d.gge it for ? 

How. For no man fir. 

Bam. What wor^n then? 

Clove. For none richer. 

Bam. Whoistobebunedmt. fl.ee’. dead. 

Clow. One tha Vf 5 2 tT .l^ we mufi fpeake by the card, or 

m theme Se 

^OfSXStE day t ba.ou,l,n kins 
Hamlet ouercame Fmenbrajfe. 

Ham. Howlon^s ti^f fincc ^ tcll that> «was that 

a doo not, tis no great matter thei e. 

, TZ'. TwVlfnot beleene in him diet* , there the menete^rn^ 

Ham ♦ How came he nud? 

£low. Very ftrangely they fay* 

Ham. How ftrangely ? . 

Clow. Fayth cent with loofing his wits. 

Ham t Vpon what ground ? . c,*w#»n hcere iuan 

Clow. Why heerc in Dcnmarkc : 1 haue been Sex 

and boy thirty yeeres. ^ ^ 



Hi m. 
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Haw. How long will a man lie i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Fayth ila be not rotten before a die, as we hauc many poo 
kie codes, that will fcarcc hold the laying in, a will laft you iom eyght 
yeere, ornineyeere. A Tanner will latt you nincycere. 

Ham. Why he more then another 5 

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with his trade , that a will keeps 
out water a great while ; & your water is a fore decaycr ofyour whor- 
fon dead body , heer’s a fcull now hath lyen you i’th earth 23 . yeeres. 
Ham. Whofewasit? 

Clow. A whorfon road fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was \ 
Ham. Nay I know not. 

Clow. A pefiilence on him for a roadde rogue, a pourd a flagon of 
R enifii on my head once ; this fame skull fir, was fir Toricks skull, the 
Kings Iefler. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Eeti that. , 

Earn Alas poorc TToricke , I knew him Horatio , a renew oi mhmtc 

ieft ofmoft excellent fancie, bee hath bore me onhisbackeathou. 

land times, and now how abhorred in my imagination it is: my gorge 
rifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kill l know not howe 
oft, where be your gibes now ? your garobcles, y out fongs, yout Ha- 
flies of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on aroare, not one 
now to mockc your ownc grinning, quite chopfalne. Now get you 

to my Ladies table, & tell her, let her paint an inch thick? , to this b- 
uour flie mutt come, make her laugh at that. 

Prcthee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 1 • c n 

Ham. Dooll thou thinke Alexander lookt a this faflnon 1 ill eatb. 

Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And (melt fo pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Loro. . jtx/hvmavnot 

Ham. To what bafe vies wee mayreturne Horat. • ) . 

imagination trace the noble dull of Alexander; till a in PP 0 

abunghole? r , r 

Bor. Twere toconfider too cunoufly to conlidcr 10. 

Ham. No faith, not a iot,but.to follow him Jeiher^gJ 
enough, and likely hood to leade it. Alexander dyed, ^ !c .' 
buried , Alexander returneth to dull, the duttiscaiu, 0 > h( 

make Lome, 6c why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, 




Prince of Denmark ? . 
jmpenous / - fQ kccpC ,l, c wind away. 

u p' ' he " orW ; n 

Buirofnbutfofc , h „ , 1, ./follow > 

rX'.ln<Bft.r s ? ffon,ecBaK ' 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Bam. Thafi Slavery noble youth, marke. 

As we haue warrants, her death was doubt u , 

And but that great commaund ore-fwayes the 

She {hould in ground vnfanftified been lod a d 

Till the laft trumpet : for char “ ablc P ^uL . 

Flints and nccblcs {hould be thrownc on her . 



‘Dott. Nomorebedoone. , 

We (hould prophane the fcruice o. the dead*. 

To fing a Requiem and fuchrcft to her 

As to peace-parted foules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her fairc and vnpollutedHcih 

May Violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh FriClt, 
fa nhnifiring Angen fhall my fitter be 
When thou Iyeft howling. 

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia-. 

Sluee. Sweets to the fwcet, farewell, 

Ihop’t thou fhould’tt haue been my Hamlets wile, 

1 thought thy bride- bed to hauc deekt fwcct tnai C< 
And not hauc ftrew’d thy grauc. 

Lier. O treble woe 
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Fall tenne times double on thatcurfcd head, 

Whole wicked deede thy moft ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Till I haue caught her once more in minearmcsj 
Now pile your duft vpon the quickc and dead, 

Till of thisfiat a mounraine you hauc made 
To’retop old Pelton, or the skycfh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he whofe griefe 
Bearcs fuch an emphefis, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring ftarrcs, and makes them (land 
Like wonder wounded hearers : this is I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer . The deuill take thy foule. 

Han. Thou pray ’ft not well , I prethee take thy fingers 
For though I am not fplecnatiuc rafh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue 1 in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare 5 holdoffthy hand, 

King. Piuck them a funder. 

£hsee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 

^4.11. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 
fhsee. O my fonne, what theame? 

Haiit. 1 loued Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quantise of loue 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

Kmg. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue of God fbrbeare him. 

'Ham. S’ wounds fliew me what th’owi doc : 

Woo t wcepe, woo’t fight, woo’t faft, woo’t teare thy *dlc, 
Wob’t dnnkc vp Efill.eatea Crocadile? 

31c doo’t, dooft come heerc to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her gnue. 

Be buried quiche with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Smdging his pate againft the burning Zone 
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Make OfTa like a wart, nay and thou’le mouthe, 

Tie rant as well as thou. 

His filence will fit drooping. 

What isrf^reafon.. that you vfe me thus f 
I loud you euer, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doewhathemay ^ 

Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the pr efent P u %‘ 

Good Gertrard fet fome watch ouer your fonne, 

This graue Hull haue a liuing monument, . 

An houre of quiet thereby fhal! we fee 

Tellthenin patience our proceedmgbe. Kxtt . 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. , 

mm. Somuchforthrsfir, now <hall you fee the other, 

You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Hora. Remember it my Lord. .. . . 

Ham. Sir in my hart there was a kind of n 0 g 

That would not let me fleepe, my thought 1 lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, ralliiy , 
Andprayfdbe raflinesfor it .-let vs knowe, 

Our indiferetionfometime femes vs well 
When our deepe plots doe fall, & that fhould c 
Ther’s a diuinity that ftiapes our ends , 

Rough hew them how we will. 

** Hora. That is moft certaine. 

Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin, _ • 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropti to findoutthem, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 



N. 



My 
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My feares forgetting manners to vnfold 
Their graund commifsion ; where I found Horst is 
A royall knauery, an exaft command 
Larded with many feuerall forts ofreafonsi 
ImportingDenmarkes health, England; to. 

With hoe fuch bugges and goblines in my life. 

That on the fuperuife nolealure bated. 

No not to flay the grinding ofthe Axe, 

My head fliould be ftrooke off. 

Hora. l’fl pofsible f , . 7 

Ham. Heeres the commifsion, read it at more lealure. 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed, 

Hon Ibefeechyou. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villaines. 

Or I could make a prologue to my braines. 

They had begunne the play, I fat me downe, 

Deuifd a new commifsion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as our ftatifls doe, 

Abafenede to write faire. and labourd much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
It did me yemans feruice, wilt thou know 
Th’effeft of what I wrote s' 

Hon. I good my Lord* . 

Ham. An earneft conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary, 

As loue betweene them like the palme might nontny 
As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland wearc 
And Hand a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view, and knowing of thefe contents* 
Without debatement further more or lefle. 

He fliould thole bearers put to fuddaine death, 

N ot fliriuing tune alo w’d. 

Hora. How was this feald i 

Ham. Why euen inthat was heauen ordinant, 

I had my fathers fignet in my purfe 
Which was the modill of thatDanifti feale, 

Folded the writ vp in the forme of th’other, 

Subcribe it, gau’c th’imprcfsion, plac’d it fafcly 5 
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Betweene the pa(Tc and fell mccnccd poms 
Ofmighty oppofits. . 

Hethathath kil*d my King, and whord my mothe , 

Pop’tin betweene th’eleftton and my hopes, 

Throwne out his Angle for my proper lire, 

And with fuch cufna|e > i’ft rot perfeft confcience ? 

Enter a Courtier. , , 

Cow. Your Lordfliip is right welcome backe to Denmarke. 

I km. I humble thank c you fir. 

Doofl know this water fly ? 

crib fhall Hand at the Kings mefle, us a chough, bu si y. p 

to his right vfe,tis for the head. 

Cm. I thankeyour Lordfliip, it is very hot. , 

Ham. No belieue me, tis very cold, the wind is Norther J . 

Corn. Iris indefFerent cold my Lord indeed. , • 

Ham. But yet me thinkes it is very fully and hot, ormj complec 

Cow. Exceedingly my Lord , itisvetyfoultery, ast wrel^n^ 

not tell how : my Lord his Maieflie bad mefigni > » 

lias lay ed a great wager on your head, fir this is the ma 

com to Court Lam «,belieue me an abfolute gentlemen, u cxcc ^ enc 

N 
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excellent differences, of very foft fociety , and great Slowing : in, 
deede to fpeake Tellingly of him , heeis the card or kalender of gen- 
try : for you Hi all find in him the continent of what part a Gentle- 
man would fee. 

Hum. Sir.hrs definementfuffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to deuide him inuentorially, would dazzie th’arithmaticke of 
memory, and yet butrawneither,inrefpe£fof his quick faile, but 
in the veritie of extolment, I take him to be a fouleof great article, 
& his infufioii of fuch dearth and rareneffe, as to make true dixion 
of him, his femblable is his mirrour, & who els would trace him,bis 
vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moll infallibly of him. 

Hum. Theconcernancyfir, why doe we wrap the gentlemania 
our more rawer breath t ?■ 

Cour. Sir. 

Hord. Illnotpofsible to vnderfiand in another tongue, you will 
doo’t fir really. 

Hum. What imports the nomination of this gentleman. 

Cour. Of Lnertts. j 

Hard. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpenr. 

Hum. Of him fir. 

Cour. I know you are not ignoranr. 

Ham. I would you did fir , yet in faith if you did , it would not 
much approoue me, well fir. 

Cdur. You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Hum. I dare not confeffe that, leaft I fliould compare with 
him in excellence, but to know a man wel, were to knovve himfelfe. 

Cour. I meane fir for this weapon, burin the imputationlaideon 
hitn, by them in his meed, hee’s vnfellowed. 

Hum. What’s his weapon s’ 

Cour. Rapier and Dagger. 

Him. That’s two of lus weapons, but well. , 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix Barbary horfes, 
a^aingftthe which hee has impaund as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poynards, with their afsignes, as girdle, hanger and fo. Three 
of the carries in faith , are very deareto fancy, veryreponfiueto 
the hilts, rnoft delicate carriages, and of very hberall conceit. 

Him. What call you the carriages t 

Hard. I knew you mud be edified by the margent ere you had 

dons* 



Prince of Denmarke. 

Tbr carriage fir are the hangers. 

T: ThephrafTwould bee more Ionian to the matter ifwee 
M 'Jr v [cannon by our fides, I would it be might hangers till 
tould carry ^ horfes againft fix French fwords their af- 

liberal! conceded triages , .he French 
• rC rlip Dmidi , why is this all you call n? 

bC S The King fiSiach lay d fir, that in a dozen pates betweene 

tour feife and him, hee (hall nor exceede you three hits, hee hath 

Son twelue for nine , and it would come to immed.ate mall, if 
your Lord fluppe would voudifafe the anfwere. 

rZ Dneane my Lordthe oppofition of your perfon in i triall. 

Hum. Sirl will walke heere in the hall, jfit pleafe his Maieflie , it 
k the breathing time of day with me, let the foilesbe brought, the 
Gentleman wdling , and the King hold his purpofe 5 Twill winne 

S him and I can, if not, I will game nothingbut my fhame , and 
the odde hits. 

Cour. Sballldeliueryoufo? 

Him. To this effea fir, after what fl orifii your nature will. 

Com. Icommend my duty to your Lordfh.ppe. 

Hum. Yours doo’s well to commend it himfelfe , there are no 

tongues els for’s turne. , ,, ,. . » 

Hora. This Lapwing runnes away with the lheU on his head. 

Hum. A did fo fir with hisdugge before a fuckt it,thus has he and 
many more of the fame breede that .1 know the dreffy _age doteson 
only ootthe tune of the time, and out of an habit of incounter, a 

kindofhifly coleftion, which carries them through and through 

the moll prophane and trennowed opinions, and doebutb.owe 
them to their trial!, the bubbles are out. 

Enter d Lord. 

' lord. My Lord, his Maiefiie commended him to you by young 
OShick? , who bringsbacke to him that you attend him in the hall, 
hefends to know lfyour pleafure hold to play with Ltertes , or that 

you will take longer time t xr . . 

Hum. I am conftant to my purpofes,they followe the Kings plea- 
fure, if his fitnes fpeakes , mine is ready : now or whcnfocuer , pro- 
vided 1 be fo ableas now. _ , 

N Lord 
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TheTragedie' of Hamlet 
Lord. The King, and Queene, and all are commingdowne. 1 
Hum. In happy time. 

Lord. TheQueene defires youto vfefome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes, before youfall to play. 

Hum. Shee well inftrufts me. 

How. You will loofemy Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo, fince he went into France, I haue bene 
in ccntinuall praftife , llhall winne at the ods ; thou would’ft not 
thinke how ill all’s heere about my hart, but it is no matter. 

Hoya. Nay good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is fuchakinde of gamgiuing , as 

would perhapes trouble a woman. 

How. If your minde diflik e any thing, obay it. I will forftal their 

repaire hether, and fay you arc not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie augury ,thereis fpeciall prouidence'in 
the fall of a Sparro we, if it be, tis. not to come, if it be not to come, 
it will be now, if it be not now, yet it well come , the readines is all, 
fince no man of ought he leaues, knowes what ift to leauc betimes, 

let be. ^ ^ prepard, Trumpets, Drums and officers with C ufhiom. 

King , Queene, and all the flat c, foiles, daggers , 

and Laertes. 

Km. Come Hamlet, come and tak e this hand from me. 

Ham. Giue me your pardon fir , I haue done you wrong , 

But pardon t as you are a gentleman, this prefcnceknowes, 

And you muft needs haue heard, how I am punmfht 
With a fore diftraflion, what I haue done 
That might yournature, honor, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heare proclame was madnelle. 

Waft Hamlet wronged. Laertes c’neuet Hamlet. 

If Hamlet from himlelfe be tane away. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe, dooes wrong Laertes, 

Th tnHamltt dooes it not, Hamlet denies it. 

Who dooes kthen C his njadneffe. Ift befo, 

Hamlet is of the fadion that is wronged, 

His madnefte ispoor.cffcWrtJenimic, 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill, 

Free me fo farre m your moft generous thoughts 
That I haue ftiot my arrowe ore the houfe 
• . ~ “ 
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Prince of Denmark** 

VVhofemotiue in this cafe ihould to memo« 

To my reuendge, but in my tearmes of honor 
7 fiand aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Maifters of knowne honor 

1 haueavoyceand prefident of peace 
Tomy name vngord : but all that t, me 
Idoereceaueyour offerd louc, like loue, 

""Lly.and wiU to brother, wrger 

franckly phy. 

Giuevs the foiles. 

Her. Comeioneforme. , . 

Ham lie be your foile Laertes, in mine ignorance: 

Your skill fhall like a ftarre i’th darkeft night 
Stick fiery ofindeed.. 

Lacr. Youmockemefir. 

Ham. No by this hand. . , - „ . , 

Kmg. Giue them the foiles young Oslrtcht , cohn lUmiet, 

You knowe the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your grace has layed the ods a’th wceker fide. 

King. I doenot fcare it, I haue feene you both* 

But fince he is bctter,we haue therefore ods. 

' Lacr. This is to heauy : let me fee another. 

Ham . This likes me well, thefe foiles haue all a length. 

OHr. I my good Lord. _ 

King. Set me the ftoopes of wine vpon that table, 

If Hamlet giue the firft or fecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwere of the third exchange, 

, Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. 

The King (hall drinketo Hamlets better breath* 

And in the cup an Onixe fhall lie throwe. 

Richer then that which foure fuccefsiue Kings 
In Denmarkes Cro wne haue worne : giue me the cups* 
And let the kettle to the trumpet fpeake. 

The trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 

The Cannons to the heauens, the heauen to cartha . 



Now? 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Now the King drinkes to Hantlet, come beginne. Trumpets 
And you the Iudges beare a wary eye. the while. 

Hum. Come on fir. 

Lter. Come ray Lord. 

Him. One. 

Lier. No. 

Hum. Iudgeraent. 

Ottrick. A hit, a very palpable hie. Drum, trumpets and jhtt. 

Lter. Well, againe. _ Flmjh, apeeccgocsof 

King. Stay, giue me drinke, Humlct this pearle is tbine. 

Heeres to thy health : giuc him the cup. 

Hem. lie play this bout firft, fet it by a while 
Come, another hit. What fay you ? 

Lier. Idoeconfeft. 

King. Our fonne (hall winne. 

Quee. Hee’s fat and fcant of breath. 

Heere Himlet take my napkin rub thy browes. 

The Queene carowfes to thy fortune Humlct. 

Hum. Good Madam. 

King. Gcrtnrd doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Hum. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Lter. My Lord, lie hit him now. 

King. Idoenotthink’r. 

Luer. And yet it is almoft againftmy confcicnce. 

Hum. Come for the third Laertes, you doe but dally. 

I pray you pafle with your b eft violence 
I am fure you make a wanton of: me. 

Luer. Say you fo, come on. 

Ottr. Nothing neither way. 

Luer. Haue at you now. 

King. Part them , they are incetift. 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

Ottr. Looke to the Queene there'howe. 

Hon. They bleed on both fidcs, how is it my Lord t 
Oflr. How i(k Laertes? 

Luer. Why as a woodcock to mine owne fprindge Oflrkkj 
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Prince of Denmark 

] am iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

Hum. How dooes the Qneene t 
Kmg. Shee founds tofeethem bleed. 

Ouee. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, d my dgare Hamlet, 

The dricke the drinke, I am poyfned. 

Bim. O viltanie, how let the doore be Jock’t, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Lter. It is heere Hamlet > thou art flame. 

No medcin in the world can doe thee good, 

Intheethere is not halfe an houres life, 

The treacherous inftrument is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d, thefoulepraftife 
H ath turn’d it felfe on me, loe heere I lie 
Neuer to rife againe, thy mother’s poyfned, 

I can no more, the King, the Kings too blame. 

Ham. The point inuenom’d to, then venome to thy w orkc. 
.All. Treafon, treafon. 

King. Oyet defend me friends, I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heare thou inceftious damned Dane, 

Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere ? 
follow my mother. 

Lier. He is iuftly ferued , it is a poy fon temperd by himfelfe, 
Exchange forgiuenefte with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not vppon thee, 

Nor thine on me. 

Hrn. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee 
I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale, and tremble at this chance. 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time, as this fell fergeant Death 
Is drift in his arreft, 6 1 could tel 1 you, 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liueft, report me and my caufe a right' 
Tothevnfatisfied. 

Bra. Neuer belieue it j 
I am more an anticke Romaine then aDane, 

Heere’s yet fome licjuer left. 

Ham. Asth’artaman 

Giue me the cup, let goe, by heauen lie hate. 





The Tragedie of Hamlet 

o <1-0(1 Horatio, what a wounded name , 

TMngs {landing thus vnknovvne, fhall I leauebemnd me . 

If thou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart, 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, : 

And in this harfli world drawe thy breath in pame ^mveba 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this fmeojf. 

Enter Ofyick, , 

Ob. Young Eortenbrajfe with conqueft come from Poland, 

To ih’embafladors of England 2, iues this warlike volly. 

Him. O I die Horatio , 

The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

1 cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 

B.ut I doeprophecie th’elleftion lights 
On Fortinbrajfc, he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him, with th’occurrants more and Uue 

Which bauefolicited, the reft is filence. 

Hora. N ow cracks anobleharr, good night fw'eete I 1 nice. 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 

Why dooes the drum come hether ? 

Enter Eo>'tcnbraJfe,witbtht Embajfadors, 

T»r. Where is this fight l 
Hora. What is it you would fee ?■ 

If ought of woe, or wonder, c eafe your fearcb. 

For. This quarry cries on hauock, o prou d death 
What feaft is toward in thine eternall cell, 

That thou fo manyPrllices at a -{hot 
So bloudily haft ftrook ( 

Embaf. The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eares are fencelefle that flrould giue vs hearing. 

To tell him his commandment is fulfild. 

That Epfencraus and Guyldenjlerne are dead, 

Where ftiould wc hade our thank es i 
Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th’abilityofhfe to thankeyou? 

Heneuer <*aue command ement for their death j 

But fince lo iump vpoaithis bloody queftion 
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